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RICHARD III. 


ACT. I. SCE NE I. 
Buter Richard Duke of Glo'ſter, ſolus. 


TR glorious Summer by this Sun of 

HEY ork : 

And all the Clouds that lowrd upon our 

NS „„ hae 2 

{NEE In the deep Boſom of the Ocean bu- 
d. 

e our . bound with Victorious Wreaths, 

Our bruiſed Arms hung up for Monuments; 

Our ſtern Alarums chang'd to merry Meerings; | 

Our dreadful Marches to delightful Meaſures. * 

Grim- viſag'd War hath ſmoorh'd his wrinkled Front; 

And now mitead of mounting Barbed Steeds, 

To fright the Sorts of fearful Adveriatics, 

He capers nimblf.” in a Lady's Chamber, | 

0 DW = 


f 
| 


. — — 2 


eee eee 


NEG SIR ER DS 


1 
7 
1 


— 


4 Te Life and Death 


— 


To the laſcivious pleaſing of a Lute. 

But I, that am not ſhap'd for ſportive Tricks, 
Nor made to eourt an amorous Looking-glaſs; 
I, that * rudely ſtampt, and want Love's Majeſty, 
To ſtrut before a wanton ambling Nymph: : 
I, that am curtaikd of this fair Proportion, 


. Cheated of Feature by difſembling Nature, 
 Deform'd, unfinifh'd, ſent before my time 


Into this breathing World, ſcarce half made vp, 

And that ſo lamely and unfaſhionable, 

That Dogs bark at me, as I halt by them: 

Why I (is this weak piping time of Peace) 

Have no delight to paſs away the time, 

Unleſs to ſee my Shadow in the Sun, 

And deſcant on mine own Deformity. 

And therefore, ſince I cannot prove a Lover, 

To entertain theſe fair well-ſpoken Days, 

I am determin'd to preve a Villain, 

And hate the idle Pleaſures of theſe Days. 

Plots have I laid, InduQtions dangerous, 

By drunken Propheſies, Libels, and Dreams, 

To ſet my Brother Clarence and the King 

In deadly hate, the one againſt the other: 

And If King Edward be as True and juſt, 

As I am Subtle, Falſe and Treacherous, 

This Day ſhoald Clarence cloſely be mew'd up, 

About a Propheſy, which ſays that G 

Of Edward's Heirs the Murtherer ſhall be. 

Dive Thoughts down to my Soul, here Clarence comes. 
Enter Clarence guarded, and Brakenbury. 

Brother, good Day; what means this armed Guard 


That waits upon your Grace? 


Clar. His Majeſty, tendring my Perſon's ſafety, 


Hath appointed this Conduct to convey me to th'Tower. 


Gh. Upon what: Cauſe? : Ro 
Cz, Becauſt my Name is George. 
Glo. Alack, my Lord, that Fault is none of yours: 
He ſhould for that commit your Godfathers. 
O belike, his Majeſty hath tome intent, 
That you ſhould be new Chriſtned in the T tr. 
But what's the Matter, Clarence, may I know? 
Car. Yea Richard, when 1 know; but I proteſt 8 


* 


„e 


As 


Theſe, as J learn, and ſuch like toys as theſe, 


You may partake of any thing we ſay: 


of Ricaand III. 2 
As yet I do not; but as ] can learn, ; 
He hearkens after Prophefies and Dreams, 
And from the Croſs-row plucks the Letter G ; 
And ſays a Wizard told him, that by G, 
His Iſſue diſinherited ſhould be. | 
And for my Name of George begins with G, 
It follows in his Thought that I am he. 


Have mov'd his Highneſs to commit me now. 
G/o. Why this it is, when Men are rul'd by Women, 

Tis not the King that ſends you to the Tober: 
My Lady Gray his Wife, Clarence, tis ſhe, 
That tempts him to this harſh Extremity. 
Was it not ſhe, and that good Man of Worſhip, 
Anthony Woodwil her Brother there, N 
That made him ſend Lord Haſtings to the Tober? 
From whence this Day he is delivered. 
We are not ſafe ; Clarence, we are not ſafe. . 
Clar. By Heaven, I think there is no Man ſecure 
But the Queen's Kindred, and Night-walking Herald, 
That trudge betwixt the King and Miſtreſs Shpre, 
Heard you not what an humble Suppliant 
Lord Haſtings was for his delivery? _ 
6b. Humbly complaining to her Deity, 
Got my Lord Chamberlain his Laberty, 
PlI tell you. what, I think it is our way, 
If we will keep in favour with the King, 
To be her Men, and wear ber Livery; 
The jealous o'erworn Widow, and her felf, 
Since that our Brother dub'd them Gentlewomen;. 
Are mighty Goflips in our Monarchy. | 

Brat. I beſeech your Graces both to pardon me, 
His Majeſty hath: ftraitly given in charge, 
That no Man ſhall have private Conference, 
Of what degree ſoever, with-your Brother. 

Gh. E'en fo, and pleaſe your worſhip, Brakenbury,. 


We ſpeak no Treaſon, Man we ſay the King 
Is wife and virtuous, and his noble Queen 

Well ſtrook in Years, fair, and not jealous, ' 

We ſay, that Shore's Wife bath a pretty Foot, | 
Ach ry Lip, a bonny Eye, a paſſing pleaſing Tcngue: 
VU „„ That 
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That the Queen's Kindred are made Gentle-folks. 

Eow ſay you, Sir? can you deny all this? | 
Brak. With this, my Lord, my ſelf have nought to do. 
Gl. Nought to do with Miſtreſs Shore ? 

I tell thee Fellow, he that doth nought with ker, 

Excepting ane, were beſt to do it ſecretly alone. | 
Brak. What one, my Lord? 5 
G/z. Her Husband, Knave—-would'ſt thou betray me? 
Brak. I do beſeech your Grace 

To pardon me, and withal forbear 

Your Conferences with the noble Duke. 

Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey. 
G/o. We are the Queen's Abjects, and muſt obey. 

Brother farewel, I will unto the King, 

And whatſoe er you will employ me in, 

Were it to call King Edavard's Widow, Siſter, 

I will perform it to infranchiſe you. 

Mean time, thts deep diſgrace of Brotherhood 

Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clar. I know it pleaſeth neither of us well. 
Glo. Well, your Impriſonment ſhall not be long, 

I will deliver you, or elſe lye for you- 

Mean tune have: pierre. 
Clar. I muſt perforce; farewel. [Ex. Brak. Clar. 
G. Go tread the path that thou ſhait ne er return: 

Simple plain Clarence — I do love thee ſo, 1 

That I will ſhortly ſend thy Soul to Heav'n, 

If Heav'n will take the Preſent at our Hands. 

But who comes here? the new deliver'd Haftings ? 

Enter Lord Haſtings. g 
Haft. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord. 
Gh, As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain: 

Well are you welcome to this open Air, 

How hath yaur Lordſhip brook'd Impriſonment ? 

Haſt. With patience, noble Lord, as Priſoners muſt : 


But I ball live, my Lord, to give them thanks 


That were the cauſe of my Impriſonment. 


. No doubt, no doubt, and ſo ſhall Clarence too 


For they that were your Enemies are his, 
And have prevail'd as much on him, as you. 5 
Hat. More pity, that che Eagles ſhould be mew'd, 


Glo. 


r. 
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Gh. What News abroad ? oh 

Haft. No News ſo bad abroad as this at Same: 2 1 
The King is ſickly, weak and melancholy, 5 
And his Phyſicians fear him mightily, 

Gl. Now by St. Fohn, that news is bad indeed... 
O he hath kept an evil Diet long, 
And over much conſum'd his Royal Perſon: 
"Tis very 8 to be thought ow. 
Where is he, in his Bed? 

Haft. He is. 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow. you. 

[Exit Halls, 
He cannot live, I hope ; and muſt not die, 
Till George be pack'd with poſt-horſe up to Heav'n.. . - 
J'll in to urge his hatred more to Clarence, #J 
Which lies well ſteel'd with weighty arguments, 
And if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to live: 
Which done, God take King Edævard to bis ee, £ 
And leave the World for me to buſtle in. 
For then, I'll marry Warwick's youngeſt Daughter: 
What though I kill'd her Husband, and her Father, 
The readiĩeſt way to make the W ench amends, 
Is to become her Husband and her Father: 
The which will I, not all ſo much for Love, 2 
As for another ſecret cloſe intent, „ 
By marrying her, which I muſt reach unto. 
But yet I run before my Horſe to Market: 5 
Clarence ſtill breathes, Edæward Kill lives — reigns, 
When they are gone, then muſt | count my Gains. 
Exit. 


SCENE IL 


Enter the — of Henry the Sixth, avith Halherd. to 
guard it, Lady Anne. being the Mourner. ; 


Anne. Set down, ſet down your honourable load, 
If Honour may be ſhrowded in a Herſe, 
Whilſt I a-while obſequiouſly lament 
Th' untimely fall of virtuous, Lancaſter. 
Poor key-cold Figure of a holy King, 1 
A 4 | -Pale 


„ 
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Pale A ſhes of the Houſe of Lancaſter ; | 

Thou 'bloedleſs Remnant of that Royal Blood, : 
Be it lawful that I invocate thy Ghoſt, + 

To hear the Lamentations of poor Anne, 


Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Son, 
Stabb'd by the ſelf- ame hand that made theſe Wounds. 


Lo, in ee nag forth thy- Life, 
I the leſs m Eyes. 
O furſed be he Hand that dre holes 
Curſed the Heart, that had the Heart to do it! 
Curſed the Blood, that let this Blood from hence, 
More direful hap betide that hated Wretch _ 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
Than 1 can wiſh to Wolves, to Spiders, Teads, 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives. 
If ever he have Child, abortive be it, 
Prodigious, and untimely 8 to lighe, 
Whole ugly and unnatural Af] 
May fright the hopeful Mother at the view: 
And that be Heir to his unhappineſs. 
If ever he have Wife, let her be made 
More miſerable by the Death of him, 8 
Than I am made by my young Lord, and thee. 
Come now towards Cherrſey with your Holy Load, 
Taken from Paul's to be interred there. 
And ſtill as you are weary of this weight, 
Reſt you, whiles I lament King Henry's Coarſe. 
Enter Richard Dute of Glouceſter. 
Glo. Stay you that bear the Coarſe, and ſet it down. 
Anne. What black Magician conjures up this F iend, 
To ſtop devoted charitable Deeds? 
Gch. Villains, ſet down the Coarſe ; or by St. Paul, 


Moth © Chorks df loen has diſobeys. 


Gen. My Lord, ſtand back, and bs the Coffin paſs. 
Gh. Unmanner'd Dog, 

Stand thou when I command : 

Advance thy Halbert higher than my Breaſt, 

Or by St. Paul, I'll rike thee to my Foot, 

And ipurn upon thee, Beggar, for thy boldneſs. 

Anne. What do you tremble? are you all r 
Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal, 
And mortal Eyes cannot endure the Devil. 

| So 3 TY Avant, 


| of Rr CWARD 1 9 


Avant, thou dreadful Minjſter of Hel! 
Thou hadſt but power over his mortal Body, _ g 
His Soul thou canſt not have; therefore be gone. ' 
Gl. Sweet Saint, for Charity be not ſo curit. 
Anne. Foul Devil! ö eee 
For God's ſake hence, and trouble us not, 
For thou haſt made the happy Earth thy Hell: 
Fill'd it with curſing Cries, and deep Ex claims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous Deeds, } 
Behold this pattern of thy Butcherias. _ . 
Oh Gentlemen ! ſee! ſee dead Herry's wounds 
Open their congeaF'd Mouths, and bleed afreſh: 
Bluſh, bluſh, thou lump of foul. Deformity ; 
For tis thy preſence that exhales this Blood 
From cold and empty Veins, where no Blood dwells.- 
Thy Deeds inhuman and unnatural, . 
Provoke this Deluge moſt unnatural. 3 
O God! which this Blood mad'ft, revenge his Death: 
O Earth ! which this Blood drink it, revenge his Death. 
Either Heav'n with Lightning. {trize the Murd'rer dead, 
Or Earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick, 
As thou doſt ſwallow up this good King's Blood, 
Which his Hell- govern'd Arm hath "butchered-- 
Gh. Lady, you know no Rules of Charity, 
Which renders good for bad, Bleſſings for Curſes. 
Anne. Villain, thou know'ft nor law of God nor Man; 
No Beaſt fo fierce, but knows {ome touch of pity: 
G4. But I know none, and therefore am no Beaſt. 
Anne. O wonderful, when Devils tell the truth! 
Gs... More wonderful, when Angels are ſo angry: 
Vouchſafe, divine perfection of a Woman, | 
Of theſe ſuppoſed Crimes, to give me leave, 
By: eircumſtance, but to acquit my ſelf. 
Anne. Vouchſafe, diffus'd infection of a Man, 
Of theſe known Evils, but to give me leave 
By circumſtance, to curſe thy eurſed ſelf. 
Gl. Fairer than Tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leiſore to excaſe my ſelf. 
Anne. Fouler than Heart can think thee, 
Thou canſt make no excuſe that will be currant, 
Unleſs thou hang thy ſelf. | | 
 Ghe By ſuch deſpair, I ſhould accuſe my ſelf. 
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Anne. And by deſpairing ſhalt thou ftand excus d, 
For * worthy Vengeance on thy ſelf; | 
That didſt unworthy ſlaughter upon others. 
G. Say that I flew them not. 
Anne. Then fay they were not lain: 
But dead they are. and, deviliſh Slave, by thee. 
G. I did not kill your Husband. | 
Anne.” Why then he is alive. 
Gh. Nay, he is dead, and ſlain by Edward's Hands. 
Aune, In thy foul Throat thou ly'lt, 
Queen Margaret ſaw 
thy murd'rous Faulchion ſmoking in his Blood: 
The which thou once didſt bend againſt her Breaft, 
But that thy Brothers beat aſide the Point: 
Ge. I was provoked by her ſland'rous Tongue, 
That laid their Guilt upon my guiltleſs Shoulders. 
Anne. Thou waſt provoked by thy bloody Mind, 
That never dream'ſt on ought but Butcheries : 
Didft thou not kill this King ? 
GH. I grant ye. 
Anne. Doſt grant me, Hedge . 
Then God grant me too, 
Thou may'ſt be damned for that wicked Decds: 
O he was gentle, mild and virtuous. 
Cl. The better for the King of Heav'n that hath him. 
Anne. He is in Heav'n, where thou ſhalt never come. 
Gh. Let him thank me that holp to ſend him thither; 
For he was fitter for that place than Earth, | 
Anne. And thou unfit for any place but Hell, 
6. Yes one place elſe, if you will hear me name it. 
Anne. Some Dungeon. [940 
G!o. Your: Bed-chamber. 
Anne IIl Reit betide the Chamber where thou ks. 
Gh. So will it, Madam, till I lie with you. 
Anne. I ho oPe ſo. 
G. I know fo, But rebel Lady Anne, 
To leave this keen encounter of our Wits, 
And fall ſomething into a flewer method. 
Is not the Cauſer of the timeleſs Deaths + 
Of theſe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 
As blamefal as the Executioner? 


Aunc. Fhou wal the Cauſe, and molt azcurſt ka, 


le. 


Joo hear the piteous Moan that Rutland made, 


of RrcnanpD III In 
Ge. Your Beauty was the Cauſe of that effect: 


Your Beauty that did haunt me in my ſleep, 


To undertake the Death of all the World, 

So I might live one Hour in your ſweet Boſom. 
Anne. II I thought that, I tell thee, Homicide, 

Theſe Nails ſhould rend that Beauty from my Cheeks. 
60. Theſe Eyes could not endure that Beauty's wrack, 

You ſhould not blemiſh it, if I ſtood by ; „„ 

As all the World is cheered by the Sun, | 

So I by that; it is my Day, my Life. [Life. 
Anne. Black night o'erſhade thy Day, and Death thy 
G4. Curſe, not thy ſelf, fair Creature, X 

Thou art both. 

Anne. I would I were, to be reveng'd on the. 

Sb. It is a quarrel moſt unnatural, - 

To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 

Anne. It is a quarrel juſt and reaſonable, _ 

To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my Husband. 
G. He that bereft thee, Lady, of thy Husband, 

Did it to help thee to a better Husband. _ | 
Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the Earth. 
G16. He lives that loves thee better than he coul. 

Anne. Name him. 5 51 
G. Plantagenet. 
Anne. Why that was he. a My 

 Gh. The ſelf-ſame Name, but one of better Nature. 
Anne. Where is he? | | | 

. Gh., Here: Se ſpits at him: 

Why doſt thou ſpit at me ? Mt 
Anne. Would it were mortal Poiſon jfer thy ſake. 

6. Never came Peiſon from ſo ſweet a Place. 
Anne. Never hung Poiſon on a fouler Toad. 

Out of my Sight. thou doſt infe& mine Eyes. 

600. Thine Eyes, ſweet Lady, have infected mine. 
Anne. Would. they were Baillisks to firike thee dead. 
G1. I would they were, that I may die at once: 

For now they kill me with a living Death, . 

Thoſe Eyes of thine from min: have drawn falt Tears ;. 

Sham'd their Aſpects with ſtore of childiſh Drops: 

Theſe Eyes, which never ſhed remorſeful Tear, 

No, when my Father Jord and Edward wept, 


When 
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5 When black fac'd C/iford ſhook his Sword at him: 
1 Nor when thy warlike Father, like a Child, 
4 | Told the fad Story of my Father's Death, 
And twenty times made pauſe to ſob and weep, 


That all the Standers-by had wet their Cheeks, 
Like Trees be-daſh'd with Rain: In that ſad Time, 
My manly Eyes did ſcorn an humble Tear : | 
And what theſe Sorrows could not thence exhale, 
'Thy Beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping, 
i TI never ſued to Friend, nor Enemy ; 8 
= My Tongue could never learn ſweet ſmoothing Words ; 
i; | But now thy Beauty is propos'd my Fee, ! 
| My proud. Heart ſues, and prompts my 'Tongue to ſpeak. 
# : | | [She books ſeornfully at him. 
TT Teach not thy Lip ſuch Scorn, for it was made 
+18 For kiſſing, Lady, not for ſuch Contempt. 
1 If chy revengeful Heart cannot forgive, 
oi Lo here J lend thee this ſharp-pointed Sword, 
[4 Which, if thou peck to hide in this true Breaſt, - 
158 And let the Soul forth that adoreth thee, | 
3 J lay it naked to the deadly Stroke, 
| And humbly beg the Death upon my Knee, 
[ He lays his Breaft open, ſhe offers at it with his Savort: 
' Nay, do not paule ; for I did kill King Henny; 
17 But iwas thy Beauty that provoked me. . 
3 Nay, now diſpatch: Twas I that ſtabb'd young Edward, 
1 But twas thy heav'nly Face that ſet me on. 
| |  _[S-e- falls the Saxords 
Take up the Sword again, or take up me, 
148 Anne. Ariſe, Diſſembler, though 1 wiſh thy. Death, 
bt: | J wilt not be thy Executioner. | | 
Bib: Glo, Then bid me kill my ſelf, and I will do it. 
bY) Anne. I have already. | 
1.8 Glo. That was in thy Rage: 
= peak it again, and even with thy word, 
This Hand, which for thy love, did kill thy Love, 
Shall for thy love, kill a 4 truer Love; | 


tt 1 Fo both their Deaths ſhalt thou be acceſſary. 
BY Anne. I would I knew thy Heart. 
E 


6h. Tis figur'd in my Tongue. 
BI Anne. I fear me, both are falſe;. 
| | . Then never Man was true. 


: 
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Anne. Well, well, „ pa t up your Sword. 
Gle. Say then, my Peace is made. 
Anne. That thou ſhalt now, hereafter, 
Gl; But ſhall I live in h 
Anne. All Men I hope live fs. 
Gh. Vouchſafe to wear this Rin 

Look how my Ring encompaſſeth A. Finger. 

E'en ſo thy Breaſt incloſeth my poor r. 

Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 


And if thy poor devoted Servant may 


But beg one Favour at thy gracious Hand, 
Thou doſt confirm this Happineſs for ever. 
Azne, What is it? 
G4. That it may pleaſe you leave theſe ſad 
To him that hath moſt cauſe to be a Mourner, | 
And preſently repair to Crosby 
Where, after I have ſolemnly interr d 
At Cherti/ey Monaſt I this noble King. 
And wet his Grave with my repentant Tears, 7 
I will with all expedient Duty ſee you. EE, 
For divers unknown Reaſons, I beſeech you, 
Grant me this Boon. | 
Aune. With all'my Heart, and much it joys: me toe 
To ſee you are become ſo penitent. 
Trafſel and Barkley, go ng with me.. 
Glo. Bid me farewel. | 
Anne. Tis more than you deſerve: 
But ſince you teach me how to flatter you; 
Imagine I have ſaid farewel already. 
FE xeunt rau aui Anne. 
Gent. Towards Chert/ey, Neble Lord? 
Gh. New. to White-Friars, there: atterdimy- comi 
[Exit N 
Was ever Woman in this humour woo'd'? 
Was ever Woman in this humour won? | 
Fit have her ——— but Iwill not keep her long, 
What! I that kill'd her Husband — his Father. 
To take her in her Heart's extremeſt hate, 
With Curſes in her Mouth, Tears in her Eyes 
The bleeding Witneſs of my hatred by, 


Having God, her Conſcience, and theſe Bars againſt me, 


And I no Friends jo back wy ſuit withal, 


But 
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But the plain Devil and difſembling Looks: 
at yet to win her -— All the World to nothing 
HY a. | | | 

it | Hath ſhe forgot already that brave Prince, , 

Wt | Edward, her Lord, whom I, ſome three Months fince, 
1318 Stab'd in my angry mood at Texwkibury ? 8 
1 A ſweeter and a lovelier Gentleman, 


Fram'd in the prodigality of Nature, 5 
Young, Valiant, Wile, and no doubt, right Royal, 
A The ſpacious World cannot again afford, 
And will ſhe thus abaſe her Eyes on me, 
ts That cropt the Golden prime of this ſweet Prince, 
13 And made her Widow to a woful Bed ? 
n On me, whoſe All not equals Edavard's Moiety ? 
On me, that halt, and am miſhapen thus ? 
My Dukedom to a beggarly Demer, 
I do miſtake my Perſon all this while: 


„ Upon my Life ſhe finds, although I cannot, 

BS My ſelf to be a marv'lous proper Man. 

be! I'Il be at charges for a Looking-glaſs, 

[e's 1 And entertain a ſcore or two of Tailors, 

1: - To ftudy Faſhions to adorn my Body: 

Whit Since I am crept in favour of my ell, — 

my J will maintain it with ſome little Coſt. 

pot But firſt I'll turn yon fellow in his Grave, 

1 And then return lamenting to my Love. 

1 Shine out, fair Sun, 'till I have bought a Glaſs, 

0 ' | That I. may ſee my Shadow as I paſs, [Exith 

1 SSN nh. 
= Enter the Queen, Lord Rivers, ard Lord Gray. 

56 Riv. Havepatience, Madam, there is no doubt, his Ma- 
= Will ſoon recover his accuſtom'd Healtux. -[jefty 
_ Gray. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worſe, 

I)bherefore for God's ſake entertain good Comfort, 

' And cheer his Grace with quick and merry Eyes. 

| 1 | Queen. If he were dead, what would betide on me? 

„ Gray. No other harm, but loſs of ſueh a Lord. | 

1H Queen. The loſs of ſuch x Lord includes all harms. , 
FF Gray. The Heavens have bleſt you with a goodly Son 

3 , To be your Comforter when he-is gone. FER + 


* 


Queen. Ah! he is young, and his Minority” © © 
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Is put unto the truſt of Richard Glider, 
A Man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
Rid. Is it concluded, he ſhall be Protector? 
Queen. It is determin'd,. not concluded yet: 
But ſo it muſt be, if the King miſcarr . 
Enter Buckingham and Derby. 
Gray. Here come the Lords of Buckinghamand Derby. 
Buck. Good time of Day unto your Royal Grace. 
Derby. God make your Majeſty joyful,as you have been, 
Queen. The Counteſs Richmond, good my Lord of Derby, 
To your good Prayer will ſcarcely ſay, Amen; 
Yet Derby, notwithſtanding ſhe's your Wife, 
And loves not me, be you, good Lord, aſſur d, 
I hate not you for her proud Arrogance. a 
Derby. I do beſeech you, either not believe 
The envious Slanders of her falſe Accuſers: ;_ 
| Or if ſhe be accus'd on true Report, 
I Bear with her weakneſs; which I think proceeds 
From wayward Sickneſs, and no grounded Malice, 
Queen. Saw you the King to Day, my Lord of Derby. 
Derby. But now, the Duke of Buckingham and I 
Are come from viſiting his Majeſty. . | : 
Queen. What likelihood of his Amendment, Lords? 
Buck. Madam, good hape, his Grace ſpeaks chearfully. 
©ucen God grant him Health; did you confer with him? 
Buck. Ay, Madam, he defires to make Atonement, 
Between the Duke of Glier and your Brothers, 
7. And between them and my Lord Chamberlain; 
And ſent to warn them to his Royal Preſence. 
Queen. Would all were well — but that will never be — 
I fear our Happineſs is at the height. ; 
a- Bn” | Enter Glouceſter, / 2 
ty Glo. They do me wrong, and I will notendure it, 
Who 1s it that complains unto the Kin oh 


That I, forſooth, am ſtern, and love then not? TY 
By holy Paul, they love his Grace but fightly, * 
That fill his Ears with ſuch diſſentious Rumors, + 
| Becauſe I cannot flatter, and look far. 
; Smile in Mens Faces, ſmooth, deceive and cog, 3 
on Duck with French Nods and Apiſfi Courteſie, 
I muit be held a rancoreus Enemy: 
Cannot a plain Man live and think no harm, 


But 
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But thus his ſimple Truth maſt be abus d 5 

With ſilken, fly, inſinuating Jacks? Grace? 
Gray. To whom in all this Preſence ſpeaks your 

 Gh. Ts thee, that haſt nor Honeſty nor Grace: 

When have I injur'd thee ?- when done'thee wrong.? 

Or thee! or thee? er any of your Faction? 

A Plague upon yor all. His Royal Grace, 


. 


Whom God preſerve, better than you would with, 


Cannot be quiet ſcarce a breathing white, | 

But yeu muſt trouble him with lewd Complaints. 5 
Queen. Brother of Ci fer, you miſtake the Matter: 

The King on his own Royal Diſpoſition, 

And not prevok'd by any Suitor elfe, 

Aiming, þelike, at your interior hatred, 

That in your outward Action ſhews it ſelf 

Againſt my Children, Brothers and my Self, 


Makes him to ſend, that he may learn the ground. 


Gb. I cannot tell the World is grown fo bad, 
That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not perch;. 
Since every jack became a Gentle man, EIS 
There's many a gentle Perſon, made a Jack. [6G/fer. 
Queen. Come, come, we know your meaning Brother 
You envy my Advancement and my Friends: 
God grant we never may have need of you. 
Gh. Mean time God grants that I have need of you, 


* 


ate to plead for him. 
me ſhameful Injury, 


My Lord, you "od 
in tlieſe. vile Suſpects. 


Falſely to draw 


Gh. You may deny, that you were not the mean? 
Of my Lord Haſtings . | 
Riv. She may, my Lord; for — *© ot GAA 
G. She may, Lerd Rivers, why who knows net ſo? 


She 


mpriſonment. 


She may do more, Sir, than denying that: 


ace? 
your 


hy 


ö 


er. 


ther- 


ou, 


13 
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She may help you to many fair Preferments, ; 
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And then deny her aiding Hand therein, 

And lay thoſe Honours on yeur high Deſert, | 
What may the net? ſhe may ay marry may ſne 
Riv. What marry may ſhe? | 
C. What marry may ſhe? marry with a King, 

A Batchelor, and a handſom Stripling too: 

I wis your Grandam had a worſer match, 3 
Queen. My Lord of C er, I have tao long born 

Yeur blunt Upbraidings, and your bitter Sc: 

By Heav'n I will acquaint his Majeſty, ; 

Of thoſe groſs taunts, that oft I have endur'd. 

F had rather be a Country Servant-Maid 

Than a great Queen with this Condition, 

To be ſo baited) ſcorn'd, and ftormed at; 


Small joy have I in being England's Queen. 
| Enter Juen Margaret. 


t 3 | 

2. Mar. And leſſen'd be that ſmall, God I heſeech him: 

Thy Honour, State and Seat, is due to me. 
h. What! threat you me with telling of the King ? 

I will avouch't in preſence of the King: | 
I dare adventure ts be ſent to th' Toxwer.. 
"Tis time to ſpeak, | 
My Pains are quite forgot.. 

2. Mar. Out Devil! : 
Ido remember them too wel! 
Thou kill'ſt my Husband Henry in the Tozver, 
And Edward, my poor Son, at Tewksbury, 

Gl. Ere you were Queen, 
Ay, or your Husband King, 
J was a pack -Horſe in his great Affairs; 
A weeder out of his proud Adverſaries, 
A liberal Rewarder of his Friends; 


To Royalize his Blood I ſpent mine own. 
9. Mar. Ay, and much better Blood, 
Than his or thine. | 5 
 Gh. In all which time, and your Husband Gray 


Were factious for the Houle of Lancaſter; 

And Rivers, ſo were you; was not your Husband 
In Margaret's Battle, at Saint Albans ſlain? 
Let me put in your Minds, if you forget, 

What you have been ere now, and what you 18 71 


* 
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So ſhould we you, if you ſhould be our 


That I enjoy, being the Queen thereof. 


Withal, what have I been, and what I am. 
9. Mar. A murth'rous Villain, and ſo ſtill thouart. 
Glo. Poor Clarence did forſake his Father Waravick, 
Ay, and forſwore himſelf, which Jeſu pardon 
9. Mar. Which God revenge. 
Glo. To fight on Edward”s party for the Crown, 
And for his meed, poor Lord, he is mewed u 
I would to Ged my Heart were Flint, like E werd's, 
Or Edward's ſoft and pitiful, like mine; 
I am too childiſh, fooliſh for this World. [World, N 
2. Mar. Hie thee to Hell for ſhame, and leave this 
Thou Cacodæmon, there thy Kingdom is. 
Riv. My Lord of Gh/ter, in thoſe buſie Days, 
Which here you urge, to prove us Enemies, 
We follow'd then our Lord, our Soverei 1 * King; 


Glo. If I ſhould be I had rather ** a Tedlar; : 
Far be it from my Heart, the thought thereof. 

Queen. As little Joy, my Lord, as you ſuppoſe 2 
You ſhould enjoy, were you this Country's King, Z 
As little Joy you may ſuppoſe in me, et 


9. Mar. A little Joy enjoys the Queen thereof; 

For I am ſhe, and altogether joy leſs. 

I can no longer hold me patient. 

Hear me, you wrangling Pyrates, that fall out 

In ſharing that which you have pill'd from me; 

Which of you trembles not that looks on me? 

If not that I am Queen, you bow like Subjects; 

Yet that by you depos'd, you one like Rebels. 

Ah gentle Villain do not turn away? _ [Sig ht ? 
| Gh. Foul wrinkl'd Witch, what mak'ſt thou in my 
A. Mar. But repetition of what thou haſt marr'd, 

That will I make, before I let thee go. 

Gh. Wer't thou not baniſhed on pain of Death? 
©. Mar. Iwas; but I do find more pain in Baniſhment 

Than Death can yield me here by my abode. _ 

A Husband and a Son thou ow'lt to me, [T Glo. 

And thou a Kingdom, all of you Allegiance; ; [Tothe Ven. 

This Sorrow that I have by Right is yours, 

And all the Pleaſures you uſurp are mine. | 
Ge. The Curſe my Natl Pa ather laid on thee, 


When thou didſt crown his warlike Brows with Paper, 
And with thy Scorns drew'ſt Rivers from his Eyes, 
TEA And then to dry them, gav'ft the Duke a Clout, _ 

RY Steep'd in the faultleſs Blood of pretty Rutland; 

A His Curſes, then from bitterneſs of Soul | 
Denounc'd againſt thee, are now fall'n upon thee ;. 
And God, net we, have plagu'd thy bloody Deed, 


s. ©. Mar. So juſt is God, to right the innocent. 
Hat. O, twas the fouleſt Deed to ſlay that Babe, 

Id. And the moſt mercileſs that e' er was heard of. 

his Riv. Tyrants themſelves wept, when it was reported. 
Dor ſ. No Man but propheſied revenge for it. x 


Buck. Northumberland, then preſent, wept to ſee it. 
9. Mar. What! were you ſnarling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the Threat, | 
And turn you all your hatred now on me ? ; 
Did York's dread Curſe prevail ſo much with Heav'n, 
That Henry's Death, my lovely Edward's Death, 
Their Kingdom's Loſs, my woful Banifhment, 
Should all but anſwer for that peeviſh Brat ?- 
Can Curſes pierce the Clouds, and enter Heav'n ? 
Why then give way, dull Clouds, to my quick Curſes. 
Though not by War, by Surfeit die your King, 
As ours by Murther to make him a King "IF 
E davard thy Son, that now is Prince of Wales, 
For Edward our Son, that was Prince of Wales, 
Die in his Youth, by like untimely Violence. 
Thy ſelf a Queen, for me that was a Queen, 
Out-live thy Glory, like my wretched ſelf: 
| Long mayſt thou live to wail thy Childrens Death, 
nt? And fee another, as I ſee thee now, | 
my F Deck'din thy Rights, as thou art ſtall'd in mine. 
Long die thy happy Days, before thy Death, 
And after many length'ned hours of Grief, 1 
| Die, neither Mother, Wife, nor England's Queen. 
ent Rivers and Dor/et, you were Standers-by, _ | 
And ſo was thou, Lord Ha/tings, when my Son 
Was ſtabb'd with blood; Daggers; God, I pray him, 
en. That none of you may live his natural Age, | 
But be by ſome anfook'd Te Accident n 
. Gh. Have done thy Charm, thou hateful wither d Hag. 
2 May. And leave out thee? Stay Dog, for thou ſhalt 
23 hear me. 1 4 1 , & PE A | 1 
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If Heav'ns have any grievous Plague in ſtore, 


Exceeding thofe that I can wiſh upon thee, 

O let them keep it, till thy Sins be ripe, 

And then hurl down their Indignation 

On thee, thou troubler of the poor World's peace. 
The Worm of Conſcience ſtill be-pnaw thy Soul, 


Thy Friends ſuſpect for Traiters while thou liv'ft,. 


And take deep Traitors for thy deareſt Friends: 
No Sleep cloſe up that deadly Eye of thine, 
Unleſs it be while ſome tormenting Dream 
Affright thee with a Hell ef ugly Devils. 


Thou elviſn- markt, abortive rooting Hog, 


Thou that waſt ſeal'd in thy Nativity | 
The Slave of Nature, and the Son of Hell: 
Thou ſlander of thy heavy. Mother's Womb, 
Thou loathed Iſſue of thy Father's Loins, 
Thou Rag ef Honour, thou deteſtsd 

Gli. . 3 Wo Fog wp 

9. Mar. Richard. 

e. Ha! . 8 

A. Mar. I call thee not. 

G. I 
That thou hadſt call'd me all theſe bitter Names. 


ny 


Oh let me make the Period te my Curfe. 


Gb. Tis dene by me, and ends in Margaret. | 


cry thee mercy then; for I did think 


. 9. Mar. Why fo 1 did, but look'd for no reply. 


_[{h, 


Queen. Thus have you breath'd your Curſe againſt your 
Mar. Poor painted Queen, vain flourifh of my Fortune, 


Why ſtrew'ſt thou Sugar on that Bottel'd Spider, 
Whoſe deadly web enfnareth thee about ? 


*. 


Fool, Fool, theu whet'ſt a Knife to kill thy ſelf: 


The day will come that thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 


To help thee curſe this poyſonous Bunch-back'd Toad. © 
Hafi. Falſe boading Woman, end thy frantick Curſe, 


Leſt to thy harm thou move our Patience. 


N. Mar. Foul ſhame upon you, you have all mov'd mine. | 
Riu. Were you well ſerv'd, you would be taught your Duty. 


A. Mar. To ſerve me well, you all ſhould do me 


Duty, 


Teach me to be your Queen, and you my Subjects: 


O ſerve me well, end teach your ſelves that Duty. 
Dor/. Diſpute not with her, ſhe is Lunatick, 


Mar. Peace, Maſter Marquifs, you are malapert, 


Your 
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Your fire · new ſtamp of Honour is ſcarce currant. 
© that your young Nobilicy can judge 
What twere to loſe it, and be miſerable. 
They that ſtand high have many blaſts to ſhake them, 
And if they fall, they daſh themſelves to pieces. 
Gh. God Counſel marry, learn it, learn it, Marquiſa. 
Dor. It touches you, my Lord, as muck as me. 
Gb. Ay, and much more; but T was born ſo high; 
Our airy buildeth in the Cedar's top, 
And dallies with the Wind, and ſcorns the Sun. 
2 Mar. And turns the Sun to Shade; alas! ales! 
| Witneſs my Son now in the Shade of Death, 
Whoſe bright out ſhining beams, thy d Wrath 
Hath in eternal Darkneſs folded up. 
Your airy buildeth in our airies Neſt; 
O God, that ſeeſt it, do not ſuffer it, 
As it is won with Blood, loſt be it ſo, 
| Buck. Peace, peace for ſhame, if not for Charity. 
9. Mar. Urge neither Charity nor Shame to me; 
Unchatitably with me have you dealt, | | 
And ſhamefully my hopes, by you, are butcher'd. 
My Charity is Outrage, Life my Shame, 
And in that Shame, fill live my Sorrow's rage. 
Buck., Have done, have done. 
2, Mar. O Princely Buckingham, PI kik thy Hand, 
In ſign of League and Amity with thee : 
85 Now fair hefall thee and thy Noble Houſe; 
Af. | Thy Garments are not ſpotted with our Blood; 
our Nor thou within the compaſs of my Curſe. 
ne, Buck. Nor no one here; for Curſes never paſs 
5 The Lips of thoſe that breathe them in the Air. 
2. Mar. I will not think but they aſcend the Sky, » 
And there awake God's gentle 1 3. Peace, 
O Buckingham, take care of yonder Dog; = 
Wn Look when he fawns he bites ; and when hei: 
rie, | His venom Toeth will rankle to the Death; 
I Have not to do with him, beware of him, 
ine. Sin, Deatly and Hell have ſet their marks on him, 
ty... And all their Miniſters attend on his. | 
ty, Gh. What doth ſhe ſay, mY Lord of Buckingham? 
| Buck. Nothing that I reſpect, my gracious Lord. 
2, Mar. What doſt thou ſcorn me for my gentle 
Counſel? * And 
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And ſooth the Devil that I warn thee from ? 


14 O but remember this another Day; | 50 
When he ſhall ſplit thy very Heart with Sorrow; 


111028 And ſay poor Margaret was a Propheteſs. 
14408 Live each of you the Subject to his hate, 5 
TH And he to yours, and all of you to God's. ' [Exzt.| 


Buck. Mine Hair doth ſtand an end to hear her Curſes.} 
Riv. And ſo doth mine: I muſe why ſhe's at Liberty. 
Gh. I cannot blame her, by God's Holy Mother, 

She hath had toe much wrong, and I repent 2 
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| | My part thereof, that I have done to her, 
10 Dorſ. I never did her any to my knowledge. 
1 Gb. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong. 
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I was too hot, to do ſome Body good, 

That is too cold in thinking of it now: 

Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repay d; 
He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains, 
God pardon them that are the Cauſe thereof. 


r 


iS ani 


| Riv. A virtuous and a Chriſtian-kke concluſion, 
| To pray for them that have done ſcathe to us. 
it Glo. So do J ever, being well advis'd. [ Ade, 
Wk For had I curſt now, | had curit my ſelf, 3 
1 be. Enter Catesby. 
1 Cateſ. Madam his Majeſty doth call for you, 
Ht And for your Grace, and yours, my gracious Lord. 
1 Queen. Cateiby, I come; Lords, will you go with me? 
wn Riv. We wait upon your Grace. © © © 
9 [Exeunt all but Glouceſter, 
i bf Ghz. I do thee wrong, and firſt begin to bra wu. 
I! The ſecret Miſchief that I ſet a broach, ab 
1+ J lay unto the grievous Charge of others. | a 
77 Clarence, whom I indeed have caſt in Darkneſs, 
þ 1 ] do beweep to many ſimple Gulls, 
wy Namely to Derby, Haſtings, Buckingham; 
1 And tell them. 'tis the Queen and her Allies 
will, That ſtir the King againſt the Duke my Brother. 
VR Now they believe it, and withal whet me 

14 | To be reveng'd on Rivers, Dorſet, Gray. $ 

0 But then I ſigh, and with a piece of Scripture, 

1 Tell them that God bids us do good for evil: 8 


And thus I clothe my naked Villany 
With odd old Ends, ſtoln forth of Holy Writ, 
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And feem a Saint, when moſt I play the Devil. 
Enter two Villains. 

But ſoft, here come my Executioners: 

How now my hardy ſtout reſolved Mates, 

Are you now going to diſpatch this thing? 


1 Vil. Weare, my Lord, and come to have the warrant 
urſes. That we may be admitted, where he is. 
berty Gli. Well thought upon, I have it here about me: 


When you have done, repair to Crosby Place. 
But, Sirs, be ſudden in the Execution, 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead; 
For Clarence is well-ipoken, and, perhaps, 
3 May move your Hearts to pity, if you mark him. 
c Vil. Tut, tut, my Lord, we will not ſtand to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers; be aſſur d, 
We go to uſe our Hands, and not our Tongues. 
* Your Eyes drop * ſtones, when Fools Eyes fall 
ears. : 
n, I like you, Lads; about your buſineſs ſtraight, 
Go, go, diſpatch. 


Ade, . Vil. We will, my noble Lord. [ [Exeunt., 
_ <8. G8: N K; IV. 

| Enter Clarence and Keeper. 

rd. | Keep. Why looks your Grace ſo heavily to- day? 


h mei Car. O I have paſt a miſerable Night, 
So tull of fearful Dreams of ugly Sights, 
ceſter.Y That, as I am a Chriſtian faithful Man, 
II would not ſpend another ſuch a Night, 
Though twere to buy a World of happy Days: 
So full of diſmal Terror was the time. [me. 
Keep. What was your Dream, my Lord, I pray you tell 
Clar. Methought that I had broken from the Tower, * 
And was embark'd to croſs to Burgundy, | 
And in my Company my Brother G Her, 
no from my Cabin tempted me to walk | 
Jpon the Hatches, There we look'd toward England, | 
and cited up a thouſand heavy Times, | 
During the Wars of York and Lancaſter, 
nat had befal'n us. As he pac'd along 
pon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 
* that. Glo er fumbled, and in fall ng 
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f The Life and Death 
Struck me, that thought to Ray kim, over-board, 


— 


Into the tumbling Billows of the Main. 
O Lord, methought, what pain it was to drown! 
What dreadful Noiſe of Waters in my Ears! 
What fights of ugly Death within mine Eyes 
Methought, I ſaw a thouſand fearful Wracks l 

A thouſand Men that Fiſhes gnaw'd upon: 
Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, heaps of Pearl, 
Ineſtimable Stones, unvalaed Jewels, 
All ſcatter'd in the bottom of the Sea: 

Some lay in dead Mens Skulls, and in the holes 
Where Eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 


As twere in ſcorn of Eyes, reflecting Gems, 


That woo'd the ſlimy bottom of the Deep, | 
And mock'd the dead Bones that lay ſcatter'd by. 


Tap. Had you fuch leifare in the time of Death, | 


To gare upon the Secrets of the Deep? 

Clar. Methought I had, and often did I ſtrive 
To yield'the Ghoſt; but ſtill the envious Flood 
Stopt in my Soul, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vaſt, and wandring Air; 

But ſmother'd it within my panting Bulk, 
Who almoft burſt to belch it in the Sea. 
Keep. Awak'd you not in this fore. Agony? | 

lar. No, no, my Dream was lengthen'd after Life. 
O then began the Tempeſt to my Soul : : 
J paſt, methought, the melancholy Flood. | 
With that ſour Ferry-man which Poets write of, 
Unto the Kingdom of perpetual Night. 
The firſt that there did greet my Stranger-ſoul, 
Was my great Father-in-Law, renowned Warwick, + 
Who ſpake aloud —— What Scourge for Perjury - 
Can this dark Moenarcby afford falle Clarence? 
And ſo he vaniſh'd. Then came wand'ring by, 
A Shadow like an Angel, with bright Hair 
Dabbled in Blood, and he ſhriek'd out aloud —= 
Clarence is come, falſe, fleeting, perjur'd Clarence, 
That ſtabb'd me in the Field by Teawksbury ; 
Seize on him, Furies, take him unto Torment 
With that, methought, a Legion of foul Fiends 


Inviron'd me, and howled in mine Ears 


Such hideous Cries, that with the very Noiſe, 


Keeper, L' pr/ythee ſat by me a while, 
My Soul is heavy, and I fain would deep. 


Tbey often feel a world of reſtleſs Ovens 
So that between their Titles, and low. Name, 


J will not rtafon whit is meant hereby, 


ES I. 


1. trembling, wak'd; and. for a Seaſon after 01 
Could. not believe. but that Lwas in Hell :.. 
Sbeh terrible Impreſſion made my Dream, 18850 
Keep. No marvel,. Lord. tho! it e v7 
am afraid, methinks, to hear you te HT 
Clar. Ah Keeper, Keeper, I have done theſe bg 
That now give evidence againſt niy Soul. 
For Edward's ſake; add ſee how he requites me: 
O God! if my deep Prayers cannot = . thee, « 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my. Miſdeed 
Vet execute thy Wrath on me alane: _- 
O ſpare my guiltleſs Wife, and my poor Chilacen. 


Keep. I will, my Lord, God give your, "Grace goodee cell. 
Enter Brakenbury the Lieutennut. | 
Brak, Sorrow breaks Seaſons and repoſing Hours, 
Makes the Night Morgingy: and the Noon-tide. Night? 
Princes have but their Titles for their Glories, 
An outward Honour, for an inward Tollz - 
And for unfelt Imaginations, 


There's nothing differs but the out ward * 
Enter two Villains. ET 

1 Vl Ho; who's here? 

Brak, What wauld'ſt thou, Fellow? And how cam t 
thou hither? 

2 Vl. I would Teak with Clarence, _ I came biber 
on my Legs. 

Bra. What. ſo brief? 5 

1 PH. Tis better, Sir, than to be xedtuas 
Let him ſee our Commiſion, and talk no more. 


Brak. I am in this commanded, ta deliver [ Reach. 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your Hands. 5 


Becauſe I will be guiltleſs from the meaning. 
There lies the Duke aſleep, and there the en 
i! to the King, and ſignify to him, ö 
Tbat thus 1 have. reſigud to you. my charge, [Ex#, 
Thi. You may, Sir, tis a point of Widam: 2 
Fare you well, 


B | | 2 Pi: 
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2 Vil, What, ſhall we ſtab him as he geeps? 


1 Fil. No; hell ſay *twas dore cowardly, when he wakes, I 
2 Vil. why he ſhall never wake, until the great Jadg. 


ment Day. 
1 Vil, Why then he'll ſay we ſtabb d him ſleeping. 


% The urging ofthar word Judgment, bath bred « 


kind of Remorſe in mr. 

1 Vil, What? art thou afraid? | 

2 Vil. Not to kill him, having a Warrant. 
But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend me. 

1 Vil, J thought thou baoſt been reſolute. 

2 Vil. So I am, to let him live. 


1 Vil, il back to the Dake of Glo Her, and tell him ſo, 


2 Vil, Nay, pr'ythee ſtay a little: 
Ihope this 0 Humour of mine will changes 
It was wont to hold me bar while one tells twenty, 
1 Vil. How deſt thou feel thy ſelf now: 
2/11, Some certain dregs of Conſcience are yet within me. 
1 Vil. Remember the Reward, when the Deed's done. 
2 Vil Come he dies; I had forgot the Reward. 
1 Vil, Where's thy Conſcience now? _ | 
2 Vil. O, in the Duke of Gloſter's Purſe. 
1 Vil, When he opens his Purſe to give us our Reward, 
thy Conſcience flies out. 
2 Yi, *Tisno matter, let it go; there's few or none will 
entertain it, 
1 Yi, What if it come to thee again? 


2 Vil, Lil not meddle with it, it makes a Man a Coward : 


A Man cannot flea], but it accuſeth him; a Man cannot 
ſwear, but it checks him; a Man cannot lie with his 
Neighbour's Wife, but it detects him, Tis a bluſhing 
ſhame-fac'd Spirit, that mutinies in a Man's Boſom : It, 
fills a Man full of Obſtacles. It made me once reſtore a 
Purſe of Gold, that, by chance, I found. It beggars any 
Man that keeps ir. It is turn'd out of Towns and Cities 
for a dangerous thing, and every Man that means to live 


well, endeavours to truſt himſeif, ard I've without it. 


Vi. Tis cven now at my Elbow, pet ſuading me not 
to kill the Duke, 


2 Vil, Take the Devil in thy mind, 2nd beliere bim got. | 
He would ir ſiauate with thee but to make thee Ggh.. 


1 Pil. 
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1 Fil. I am ſtrong ſram'd, be cannot prevail with me. 


tet. 2 Vil. Spoke like à tall Man, that reſpects thy Reputation. 
8. Come, ſhall we fall to work? 1 
ws i Yd, Toke him on the Coſtard, with the Hilr of thy 


Sword, and then throw him into the Malmſy-butr in the 
next Room. | * 
2 Vil. O excellent Device, and make a Sop of him. 

1 V4, Soft, he wakes, ; 
2 Vil. Sari. 
- 1 Vil, No, we'll reafon with him, OS 
Clar. Where art thou, Keeper? Give me 2 Cup of Wine, 
2 Vil, You ſhall have Wine enough, ny Lord, anon. - 
ba Clay. In God's Name what art thou? 
ſo, 1 Vil, A Man, as you are. | 
Clay. But not as I am, Royal, 
1 Vil, Nor you as we are, Loyal, | 181 
Clar. Thy Voice is thunder, but thy Looks re humble. 
1 Vil, My Voice is now the King's, my Looks mine own. 
ma. Clar. How darkly, and how deadly doſt thou ſpeak? 
nee | Your Eyes do menace me: Why look you pale? 
Who ſent you hither? Wherefore do you come? 
* 2Vi, To, to, to 
Fr Clay, To Murder me? 
rd. Both. Ay, ay: 3 
; Clar. You ſcarcely have the Hearts to tell me ſo! 
will And therefore cannot have the Hearts to do it, 
Wherein, my Friends, have I offended you! | 
1 Vil, Offended us you have not, but the King. 
rd: Clary. I ſhall be reconcil'd to him again. | 
not 2 Vid. Never, my Lord, therefore: prepare to die. 
his Clay. Are you drawn forth among a World of Men, 
ing To ly the innocent? What's my Offence? | 
It: © Where is the Evidence that doth accaſe me? 
© a bat lawful Queſt have given their Verdict up 
an? Unto the frowning Judge? Or who pronounc d 
ties Y The bitter Sentence of poor Clarence Death? 
live ¶ Before I be convict by courſe of Law, 188 
To threaten me with Death, is moſt uolawful, 4 
not n charge you, as you hope for any goodneſs, | 
That you depart, and lay no Hands on ms: 
not FThe deed you undertake is damnable. 
1 Vil, What we will do, we do upon command.“ 
| . B 2 2 
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2 Fil. And he that hath commanded; is our King. 
Clar. Erronedus Vaſſals, the great King of Kings 
Hath in the Table of his Law commanded; 
That Thou ſhalt' do no Murder; Will you then 
Spurn at his Edict, and full a Man's? 6 
Take heed, for he holds Vengeance in his Hand 
To Hurl upon their Heads that break his Law. 1 
2 Vil. And that ſame Vengeance doth he hurl on thee | 
For falſe ferſweartng, and for Murder too: 4 
Thou didft receive the Sacrament, to fight 
In quarfel of the Houfe- of Lanraſter. 
1 Vil; Ard like a Traitor to the name of God, 
Didft break that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade, 
Uarip'dſt the Bowels of thy Sovereign's Son. 
2 Vil, Whom thou waſt ſworn to cheriſh and defend. 
1 Vil, How canft thou urge God*s dreadful Law to us, 
Vien thou haſt broke it in ſuch high degree? 
Clar. Alas! for whoſe ſake did I that ill deed? 
For Edward, for my Brother, for his ſake, 
He ſends you not to murder me for this:: 


For in that ſin he is as deep as l. 


If God will be avenged for the deed, 

O know you yet, he doth it publickly, 

Take not the quarrel from his powerful Arm : 

He needs no indirect, or lavyleſs courſe; 

To cut off thoſe that have offended him. 

1 Vil, Who made thee then 2 bloody Miniſter, 
When gallant ſpringing brave Plantagenet, 
That Princely Novice; was ſtruck dead by thee? 
Clar. My Brother's Love, the Devil, and my Rage: 
r Vi, Thy Brother's'Love, our Duty, and thy Faults, 

Proveke us hither now, to ſlaughter thee: Hato 
Clar. If you do love my Brother, hate not me: 

Jam bis Brother, and I love him well. 

If you are hir'd for meed, go back again, 

And J will ſend you to my Brother Gloſter: 

Who ſhall reward you better for my Life, 

Then Edward will for tidinꝑꝝs of my Death. 3 
2 Lil. You are dectiv'd, your Brorher Gla ter hates york! 
Clar. Oh no, he loves me, and he holds me dear: 

Go you to him from me, ” s | 
1 Vil, Ay, ſo we will. | apa 
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Clar. Tell him, when that aur princely Father Tork, 
Bleſt his three Sons with his victorious Arm, 
He little thought of this divided Friendſhip: 
Bid Glo'fter think on this, and he will weep. 
4 Vil, Ay, Milſtones; as he laſſon d us to weey:: 
Clay. O do not iſlander him, for he W 
.1 Vl. Right, as Saow in Harveſt : 
Come, you-deceive-your-elf, 
Tis he that ſends us to-deſtroy-yau here. | 
Clar. It canuat be, for he bewept my Fortune, 
And hugg'd me in his Arms, and ſevore with labs, 
That be would labour my Delivery. 
1 Vl. Why To he doth, when he delivers you 
From-this *Emrth's-thraldom, to the Joys of 'Heay'n, 
2 Hl. Make peace with God, for yau,muſtgie, my Lo 
Clar. Have yau that holy feeling in your Souls, 
To counſel me to make my peace with God, 
And are you- et to your on Souls fo: blind, 
That you will war with God, by murd'riag me? 
O Sirs, conſider, they that ſet you on 
To do this deed, - will hate you for the deed. 
2 Fil. What ſhall we do? 
Clar. Relent, and ſave ur Sauls: 
Which of you, if au ere a Rrigee's Son, 
Being pent from Liberty, as I am now, 
If two ſuch Murderers: 2s: your ſelves came to WR) 
Would not intreat for Lite, as you woukibeg 
Were you in my diſtreſs. - 
1 Vl. Relent? no; tis cowardly aud wommiſh, 
Clar. Not to relent, is-beaſtly, ſavoge, deviliſn. 
My Friend, I ſpy ſomepity in thy looks: | 
O, if thine Eye benetarFlatterer, 
Come thou on my: (ide, aud liatreat for · me, 
A begging Prince what: Beggar pities not? 
2 Vi, Look behind you, my Lord. 
1 Vil, Take: that, and. that; z.41f all this ill not do: | 
[Stabs him. 
I'll grown you in the Aale een Burt weht [Bxite. 
2 Vil, A bloody deed, and deſper ate ly diſpatcht: 
How fain, like Pilate, would I wafn my —— 
Of * moſt grievous Murder. 


- 


B. 3; | Entey 


30 Dye Liſe and Death 


. 2 unter i Nn, {BY 
Hh: | 1 Vil. How now ? what mean'ſt thou that thou help'ſt 
1 me not? | 5 | | | I 
1 By Heav'a, the Duke ſhall know how lack you've been. 
WE. 2 Vil. F world he knew, that J had ſav'd his Brother: 
'N Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I ſay, 3 
11 For I repent me that the Duke is ſlain. [ Exit, | 
= 1 Vil. So do not I; go Coward as thou art. 5 
bel Wel, VI] go hide the Body in ſome hole, 
Dy »Till chat the Duke give order for his Burial: 


And when I have my Meed, I willa way; 


i For this will out, and then I muſt not ſlay, —[Exix. 
ACT ILSS CSNE ÞL | 
f 5 Flowriſh, Enter King Edward ſick, the Queen, Dorſet, | 


Rivers, Haſtings, Catesby, Buckingham, and Woodvil. 


K. Edw.\ A 7H ſo; now have I done a day's work, * 
You Peers continue this — League: | 
I every Day expect an Embaſſage - _ a 
From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence. 
And more in peace my Soul ſhall part to Heav'n. 
Since I have made my Friends at peace on Earth; 
Haſtings and Rivers, take each others hand, 
Diſſemble not your Hatred, ſwear yu Love. © -: 
Riv, By Heav'n, my Soul is purg'd from gradging Hate, 
And with my Hand I ſeal my tree Heart's Love. 
Haß. So thrive I, as I truly ſwear the like. 
R. Edw. Take heed you dally not before the King, 
Lhe, that is the ſupreme King of Kings, 
Confeund your hidden falſhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 
— Haft. So proſper I, as I ſwear perfect Love. 
Riv. And I, as I love Haſtings with my Heart, 
K. Edw. Madam, your felt is not exempt from t'is; 
Nor you; Son Dorſet, Buckingham nor you; | 
You have been factious one againſt the other, 
Wife, love Lord Haſtings, let him kiſs your Hand, z 
And what you do, do it unfeignecly.. 
A TAI 8 | © neew. 
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Queen. There Haſtings, I will never more remember 
Our tormer hatred, ſo thrive I and mine. 
K, — Dorſet, embrace him: Haſtings, love Lord r 
uiſs. 17 
Dorſ. This interchange of Love, here proteſt, 
Upon my part, ſhall be inviolable. 
Haſt. And ſo ſwear I. | 
k. Edw. Now Princely Buckingham, ſeal thou this League 
Wich thy embracements to my Wife's Allies, 
And make me happy ia your unity. 
Buck, When ever Buckingham doth turn his hate 


Upon your Grace, but with ail duteous Love, To the Nuten. 


Doth cheriſh you and yours, God puniſn me 
With hate in thoſe where l expect moſt love; 
When I have moſt need to imploy a Friend, 
And moſt aſſured that he is a Friend, 
Deep. hollow, treacherous, and foll of guile; 
Be he unto me; this do I beg of Heaven, 
When am cold in love, to you or yours, 
[Embracing Rivers, &. 

K. Edw. A leaing Cordial, Princely Buckinghaw, , 

Is this thy Vow unto my fickly Heart. 
There wanteth now our Brother. Glo'ſter here, 
To make the bleſſed Period of this Peace. © 

Buck. And in good time, 
Here comes Sir Richard Ralcliff, and the Duke. 

Eiter Ratcl:fi and Glouceſter. 

Glo. Good morrow to my Savereign King and * 
and Princely Peers, a happy time of day. 

K. Edw. Happy indeed, as we have ſpent the day: 
Gloſter, we have done deeds of Charity, 

Made Peace of Enmity, fair Love of Hate, 
Between theſe ſwelling wrong-incenſed Peers. 

Glo. A bleſſed Labour, my moſt Sovereign Lord: 
Among this Princely heap, if any here | 
By falſe Intelligence, or wrong Sur miſe 
Hold me a Foe; I I unwillingly, or in my Rage, 
Have ought committed that is hardly bora, 

To any in this Preſence, I deſire 
To reconcile me to his Friendly Peace: 
Tis Death to me to be at Enmity; 


„ Firſt, 
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Firſt, Madam, I intreat.true,peace.of you, | 
Which I will purchaſe with my duteous Service. 
Of you my noble Covſin Buckingham, e Fad 
If ever any prudpe were lodg'd between us. 
Of you, and you, Lord River:, and of Dorſet, 
That ail without Belert have frawn'd on me: 

Of you Lord Mod vil, and Lord Scales of u. 
Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed ot ll. 
I donot know that "Enpliſhman alive, OD 5 
With whom my Soul is any jot at odds, | 

More than the Infant that is born to night; 
] ihaiik my God for my Humility. | 

Queen. A Holy day ſhall this be kept hereafter; 
I would to God all fliifes were weil compounded. 
My Sovereign Lord, I do beſeech your Highneſs 


| To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace. 

RN Glo. Why; Madam, have 1 offer'd Love for this, 
91 To be fo flouted in this Royal Preſence? | 
7 71 Who knows got that the gentle Duke is dead? 


| [They all ſtart. 

Fou do him injury to ſeorn his Coarſe. | 
E. Edw, Who knows net he is dead! 
Who knows he is? ED | 
Queen. All-ſcring Heav'n, what à World is this? 
Buck, Look I fo pale, Lord Dorſet, as the ret? 
Dorſ. Ay, my good Lord; and no Man in the prefence 
But his red Colour hath forfook his Cheeks. 7 
K. Edw. 1s Clarence dead the Order was revers'd. 
Glo. But he, poor Man, by your firſt Order died, 

And that a winged Mercury did bear: 8 
Some tardy Cripple bire the Countermand, 

That came to lag to ſee him buried. 

God grant, that ſome leſs Noble, and leſs Loyah 
N: ar er in boody Thoughts, and not in Blaod, 
De ſerve o worſe than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go currant ſrom ſuſpicion. 

5 Enter Earl of Derby. 

1 Derby. A boon, my Sovereign, for my Service done. 
= | K. Edw, I 'pi'ythee-peace, my Soul is full of 'Sorrave, 
we. Derby. I will not rife unleſs your Highneſs bear me. 

K Euw. Then ſay at once, what is it thou requeſt. 

Percy. The forteit, Sovereign, of my Seryant's.Li . 


lart. 
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Who ſlew to day a riotous Gentleman, 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk. | 
K. Edw, Have 1 a Tongue to doom my Brother's Dea th? 

And Thall that Tongue give pardon to a'Shve.? | 

My Brother kill'd no Man; bis Fault was Thought, 

And yet his. puniſhment was bitter Death. 2 

Who ſued to me for him? Who, in my wrath, _ 

KneeFd at my Feet; and bid me be;advis'd ? A 

Who ſpoke of Brot d?-,veho ſpoke in love?” 

Who told me, how the poor Soul did forſake 

The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me? 

Who told me, in the Field at Tewksbury,, 

When Oxford had me down, he reſcud me? 

And faid, dear Brother live and be a Kigg? 

Who told me, when we both y in the Field, | 

Frozen almoſt to death, how: he did lap me 2 

Even in his Garments, and did give himſelf, 

All thin and naked, to the numb cold Night? 

All this from my Remembrance, brutiſ Wrath 

Sinfully pluckt, and not a Man-of you | 

Had ſo much Grace to put it in my Mind. 

But when your Carters, or your waiting Vaſſals 

Have done a drunken Slaughter, and defac'd | 

The precious Image of our dear Redeemer, 

You. ſtraight are on your Knees for Pardon, Pardonj. 

And I, unguftly-too, - muſt grant it you.. 

But for my Brother, not a Man would ſpeak - 

Nor I, ungracious, ſpake unto my ſelf 

For him, poor Soul. The proudeſt of you all, 

Have been beholding to him in his Lite: 

Yet none of you, would once beg for his Life. 8 

O God! I fear thy Juſtice will take hold Y 

On me, and you; and mine, and yours fer this. 

Come Haſtings help me to my Cloſet. 

Ah poor Clarence ! ¶ Exennt ſome with the King and issen. 
Glo This is the fruits of Raſhneſs: Mark d you not, 

How that the kindred of the Queen 

Look'd pale, when they did bear of Clarence Death? 

O!: they did urge it ſtill unto the King. 

God will revenge it. Come, Lords, will you go, 

To comfort Edward-with our Company ? 3 

Bus i. We ait upon your Grace. Lire 
3388 Be 5 | SSENE 


34 The Liſe and Death 


SCENE IL 
| Enter the Dune of York, with the two Children = 
Clarence. 


$06, Good Grandam tell us, is our Father dead p 
Dutch. No, Boy. i 
Daugh. Why do you weep ſo oft? and beat your Brea? | 
And cry, O Clarence! my unhappy Son! 
Son. Why do you look on us, and ſhake your Head, 
And call us Orphans, Wretches, Caſt ways, 
If that our Noble Father were alive? 
Dutch. My pretty Couſins, you miftike me both, 
I co lament the Sickneſs of the King. 
As loth te loſe him, not your Fathei's Death; 
It were loft Sorrow to wail one that's loſt. 
Son. Then you conclude, my Grandam, he is dead: 
The King mine Uncle is to blame for it. 
God will revenge it, whom I will importune 
With earneſt Prayers, all to that effect. 
Dangh, And ſo will J. [well. 
Dutch. Peace, Children, peace; the King doth love you 
Tr capable and ſhallow Innocents, 
You cannot gueſs who caus'd your Father's Death, 
Son. Grandam, we can; for my good Uncle Gloſter 
Told me, the King. provok'd to it by the Veen, 
Devis'd Impeachments to impriſon him; 
And when my Uncle told me fo, he wepe, 
And pitied me, and kindly kiſt my Cheek; 
Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, 
And he would love me deirly as a Child. 
Dutch, Ah! that Deceit ſhould ſteal fach gentle Shape, 
And with a virtuous Vizard hite deep Vice, © 
He is my Son, ay. and therein my Shame, 
Yet from my Dugs he drew not this deceir. 
Son. Think you my Uacle dic diſſemble, Grandam ? 
Dutch. Ay, Boy, 
Sen, F cannot think it, Hark, what noiſe is this? 
Eller the Queen with her Hair alen her Ears, Rivers 
and Durſet afrer her. 
Queen, Ah! who ſhall binder me to wail and weep? 
T 0 hide m Fortune * deen my ſeif? | 
7 a y 1 
It 
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$71 join with black Deſpair againft my Soul, 
And to my ſelf become an Enemy 3 
of Dutch. What means this Scene of rude Impatience ? 
| een, To make an act of Tragick Violence. 
Edward, my Lord, thy Son, our King is dead, 
| E Why grow the Branches when the Roet is gone? 

eaſt? hy wither not the Leaves that want their Sap? 

f If you will live, lament; if die, be brief; | 

J That our ſwift winged Souls may catch the King's, 

Nor like obedient Subjects follow him, | 
To his new Kingdom of ne'er changing Night, 
3 Dutch, Ah, fo much intereſt have I in thy Sorrow, 
As I had Title to thy Neble Husband; 
I have bewept a worthy Husband's Death, 
And liv'd with looking on his Images; 

But now two Mirrors of his Princely ſemblance- 

Are crack'd in pieces, by malignant Death, 

And I for comfort have bur one falſe Glaſs, 

That grieves me when I ſee my Shame in him: 

Thou art a Widow, yet thou art a Mother, 

And haſt the comfort of thy Children left; 

But Death hzth ſnatch'd my Husband from mine Arms, 
And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble Hands, 

Clarence and Edward, O, what cauſe have I, 

(Thine being but a moiety of my moan): 
To over-go thy Woes, and drown thy Cries. 3 
Son. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Father's Death; 
ow can we eid you with our Kindred Tears?  * 
Daugh; Our Fatherleſs diſtreſs was left ugmoan'd, . 
You Widow dolour likewiſe be unwept. | 
Queen. Give me no help in Lamentation, 
am not barren to bring forth Complaints :* 
All Springs reduce their currents to mine Eyes, 

That I being govern'd by the watry Moon, on, 
May ſend forth plenteous Tears to drown the World. 
Ab; for my Husband — for my dear Lord Etward — —- 

Chil, Ah, for our Father; for our dear Lord Clarence. 

ETD Dutch, Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Clarence. 

| Queen. What ſtay had I, but Pdward? and he's gone. 
Chil. what ſtay had we, but Clarence? and he's gone. 
Dutch, What ſtays bad 1 but they? and they are gone. 


Chi. 


pe, 
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Chil. Were never Orphans had ſo dear 4. Loſs. 
Dutch. Was never Mother had ſo dear a Loſs, 
Alas! IL. am the Mother of theſe Griefs, 
Their Woes are parc eled, mine is R 
She for an Edward weeps, and ſo do ; 
I for a Clarence weep, ſo doth not.ſhe; | 
Theſe Babes for Clarence weep, ſo do not they. 
Alas! you three, on me threefold diſtreſt 
Pour all-your Tears, I am your Sorrows Nurſe, 
And I will pamper it with Lamentation. 
Dorſ, Comfort, dear Mother; God is much difpleas'd, 


That. you take with unthankfulneſs his doing. 


In common worldy Things 'tis calhd -upgratofal, 
With dull unwil.ingneſs to repay à Debt. | 
Which with a bounteous Hand was kindly bent: : 
M ch more to be thus oppoſite with. Heaven, 

For it requires the Royal Debt it lent you. 

Rivers. Madam, bethink you like a careful Mother 
Ot the young Prince your Son; ſend ſtraight for him,, 
Let him be erown'd, in bim your comfort lives. 
Drown ceſperate Sorrow in dead Edward's. Grave, 
Ard, plant your joys in living Edward's Throne. 

Enter Gloucelter,. 9 Derby, Halings aud: 


Glo, Siſter, have.comfort, all of us have cauſe 
To wail the dimming of our ſhining Star: 


But none can help our Harms by waling them. 


Madam, my Mother, I do cry y Mercy, 
I did net ſee your Grace. Humbiy on my Knee 
I craye your Bleffing. » + 

Dutch. God bleſs thee, and put Meekneſs in thy Rest 
Tove, Charity, Obedience, and true Duty, 

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old Mag, 

Thar is the butt end of a Mother's Bleſſing ;.. 
] marvel that her Grace did leave it out. 

Buck. You cloudy Princes, and beart-arromieg Peers. 
Th bear this mutual heayy load of Moan, 
Now chear each . in each * 8 835 
T h we have our Harve is King. 
We as to reap UE De of his Son. 

The broken rancour of your. 1 hates, | 
But nk ſplincer's a Jing tegethe r, | 


— —— 
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eaſt; 
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Muſt gently be preſerv'd, cheriſnt and kept: 
Me ſeemeth good, that with ſame little Traio, 
Forthwith from . Ludlow the young Prince be ſet; 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our King. 
Riv. Why with ſome little Train, 
My Lord of Buckingham 
Buck. Marry, my Lord. leſt, by a Multitude, 
The new-heaPd wound of Malice ſhould- break out, 
Which would be fo much the more dangerous, 
By how much the Eſtate is. green, and yet ungovern d. 
Where every Horſe bears his commanding Rein, 
And may direct his courſe. as pleaſe himſelf, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my Opinion, ovght.to;be prevented, OE 
Glo. I hope the King made Peace with all ofws,. 
And the Compact is firm. and true in me. 
Riv, And ſo in me, and ſo, I think, in all, 
Vet ſince it is but green it ſhould be put 
To no apparent likehhood..of breach, , 
Which haply by -much Company. might be urg a: & 
Therefore I ſay, with Noble Buckingham, F 
That it is meet ſo few ſhould tetch the Prince. 
Hefi.. And ſo ſay l. 
Glo. Then be it ſo, and go we to determine 
Who they ſhall be that ſtraight ſhall poſt to Lenden. 
Madam, and you-my Siſter, will you 20s . 
To give your Cenſures in this Buſineſs ? [Exeunt;. 
.[dMarexs Buclungham and Glouceſtor... 
Buck. My Lord, . whoever journies to the Prince, 
For God's fake let not us two ſtay at home; 
Fos by the way, I'll fort occaſion, 
As Index to the Story we lately talk d af, | 
To part the.Queen's, proud Kindred. from the prince? 
Glo. My other ſelf, my Counſe Ps 3 
My Oracle, my Prophet, my dear Coufn, 
J. as a Child, will go by thy direction. 
Toward London then, for we'll not: ſtay behind. t 
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Enter one Citi xen at ona Duorꝭ and. anot her ar the ot ber. 
1 Cit. Good-morcow, Neighbour, whither away ſo fat $+ 


= Lꝑromiſe Fen-. I. hard 
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b my, ſelf; 


Hear: 
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33 The Life and Death 


Hear you the News abroad? 

x Cit, Yes, the King is dead. 

2 Cit. III News by'r Lady, ſeldom comes the better: 
I fear, I fear, twill prove a giddy World. 

Enter another Co ixen. 

3 Cit, Neighbours, God ſpeed. 

1 Cit, Give you good morrow, Sir. 9 

3 Cit. Doth the News hold of good King Edward's Death 

2 Cit. Ay, Sir, it is too true, God help the while. , 

3 Cit. Then Maſters look to ſee a troublous World. 

1 Cit, No, no, by God's good Grace, his Son ſhall Reign. 

3 Cit. Wo to that Land that's govern d by a Child. 

2 Cit. In him there is a hope of Government: 
Which in his Non- age, Counſel under him, 

And itf his full and ripened Years, himſelf 

No doubt ſhall then, and *till then govern well, 

1 Cit, So ſtood the State when Henry the Sixth 
Was crown'd in Paris, but at nine Months old. 

3 Cit. Stood the State ſo? No, no, good Friends, God wot; 
For then this Land was famouſly enrichd | 
With politick grave Counſel; then the King 
Had virtuous Uncles to protect his Grace. 

1 Cit, Why ſo hath this, both by his Father and Mother. 

3 Cir. Better it were they all came 2 Father; 
Or by his Father there were none at all: 
For Emulation, who ſhall now be neareſt; 
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent nor. 
O full of danger is the Duke of Gloſter, | 
And the Queen's Sons, and Brothers, haughty and proud: 
And were they to be ruPd, and not to rule, 1 
This ſickly Land might ſolace as before. : | 

1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worſt; all will be well. 

3 Cit.When Clouds are ſeen, wiſe Men pntontheir Cloaks; 


Fd 


When great: Leaves fall, then Winter is at hand; 


When the Sun fers, ho doth not look for Night? 
Untimely Storms make Men expect a Deartir: 

A may be well; but if God fort it fo, * 
*Tis more than we deſerve, or I expect. 

2 Cit. Truly the Hearts of Men are full of fear: 
You"cannot reaſ9n, almoſt, with a Minn 
That looks not heavily, and full of drend; * 

3 Cir, Before the · days of Change, till is it ſo; 


1 


Ot ;. 
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By a divine inſtinct Mens Minds miſtruſt 
Purſuing Danger; as by proof we ſee _ 
The Water ſwell before a boiſt'rous Storm; 
But leave it all to God. Whither away? 
2 Cit. Marry we were ſent for to the Juſtices, 
3 Cit. And ſo was I, I'll bear you Company, [Exennz. - 


SCENE lv. 


Enter Archbiſhop of York, the young Duke of York, the 
©  Dneen, and the Dutcheſs. 


Arch. Laſt Night I heard they lay at Stony-Strarford; 
And at Northampton they do reſt to Night: 
To morrow or next day they will be here. 
Dutch, I long with all my Heart to ſee the Prince; 
J hope he is much grown fince laſt I ſaw him. 
Queen. But I hear no, they ſay my Son of York: 
Has.almoſt overtaken him in his growth. | 
York, Ay, Mother, but I would not have it fo, 
Dutch. Why, my good Couſin, it is good to grow. 
York, Grandam, one Night as we did fit at Supper, 


* 


= My Uncle Rivers tajk'd how I did grow 


By 


More than my Brother. Ay, quoth my Uncle Glo er, 
Small Herbs have Grace, great Weeds do grow apacr. 
And fince, methinks 1 would not grow ſo faſt, 
Becauſe ſweet Flowers are ſlow, and Weeds make haſte. 
Dutch. Good faith, good faith, the ſaying did not hold 
In him that did object the fame to thee. LE 
He wss the-wretehed'ft thing when he was you 
So long a growing, and ſo leiſurely, | 
Fhat it his Rule were true, he ſhould be gracious. 
Verk. And fo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam. 
Dutch. 1 hope he is, but yet let Mothers doubt: 
York, Now by my troth, if I had been remembred; 
could have given my Uncle's Grace a flout . 
To touch. his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. 
Dutch. How, my-young York't | 


I prithee let me hear it. 


York. Marry, they ſay, my Uncle grew ſo faſt, 
That he could gnaw a Cruſt at two Hours old; 
"Twas full two Years ere ] could get a Tooth. 
Grandam, this would haue been a biting Jeſt; 


Dutch. 
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Dwtch, 1 prithee, pretty York, who cold thee this? 
Tork. Grandam, his Nurſe. 
Dutch. His Nurſe \why the was dead ere thou waſt bis 
York, If 'twere rot ſhe, l cannot telkwho'told me. 
Queen. A par lous· Boy Go to, you are too ſhrews; | 
| Datch. Good Madam, be not angry with bin. 
Queen, Pitchers have Ears. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Arch, Here comes a M:fſenger: What News? 
*Meſ. Such;News, my Lord, as grieves me to report. 
Queen. How goth the Prince? | 
 Meſ. Well. Madam, and in Health. 
Dutch. What is thy Neues? 
Mel. Lord Rivers, and Lord Grey, 
Are ſent to Pomfret, and. with them 
Sir Thomas -Vanghan, Priſoners. 
Dutch. Who hath committed them? 
Meſ. The Mighty Dukes, Gloster and mata. 
Arch. For:vehat Offence? 
Meſ. The ſum of; ail I can, I have diſclos'd: 
Why,.or for what, the Nobles were committed, 
Is all unknown tome, my gracious Lord. 
ah me! I ſee the ruin of my Houſe; 
The -Tiger nowy chath ſeiz d the gentle Hind; 
Inſulting Tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the innocent and awleſs Throne; 
Welcome Peſtruction, Blood and Maſſacre, 
I ſee, as in a Map, the end of all. +: 244 
Dutch. Accurſed and unquiet wrangling Days; i 
How many of you have mine Eyes beheld ;- x 
My Husband loſt his: Liſe to get the Crown, 
Aud often up and down my Sens were toſt; 
For me to joy and weep, their gain and loſs. 
And being ſcated, and Domeſtick broils 
Clean over blown, themſelves, the Conquerors; 
Make War upon themſelves, Brother to Brother, 
Blood to Blood, ſelf againſt ſelf: O prepoſt'rous 
And frantick Outrage] end thy damned Spleen, 
Or let me die, to look en Earth no more. 
Queen. Come, come, my Boy, Wine to SanGtuary; : 
Madam, farewel, 


J Datch, Stay,;l will .go wih . 
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Queen. You baren ee. | 3 
Arch. My gracious Lady, g 

And thigher bear yur i and your Goods, 

For my Part, Vl raſign uoto your Grare 

The Seal I keep, and ſa betide it me, 

As well tender yau, and all of:youts. W 

Go, nnn 5 1 4 2751 
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ACT III. SCENE y 


The Trumpets FEW. Euter Prince of Wales, the Dukes of 
Glouceſter and Buckingham, Arehbiſhop, with other. 


Buck, \N/ Elcome ſweet Prince to Londen, 
To your Chamber. 
Glo. Welcome dear Couſin, my ———— | 
The weary way hath made you Melancholy. 
Prince. No, Uncle, but our croſſes on the Way 
Have made it tedious, wearifom and heavy. 
J want more Uacles here to Welcume me. 
Glo. Sweet Prince, the untainted Virtue ef your: Tow 
Hath not yet divid-into the World's deceit: 
No more can you diſtinguiſh of a Man, 
Than of his outward ſnewy, which, —— 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the Heart. 
Thoſe Uncles which you want were dan 
Your Grace attended to their ſugar'd Words, 
But look'd nat on the poiſon rot their Hearts: 
God keep eu from them, and from wet ale Friends," 
Prince, Godgkeep me from talle Friends, 
But they were none. 
Glo. My Lord, tho Mayor of Roudon comes t gre 
Enter Lori Mayor. 
Mayor, God bleſs your Grace with. Health and 3 
Days. 
Prince. I thank. you, goad my Lord, and thank vou all: 
1 thought my Mother, and my Brother York, 
Would long: ere this have met us on the way. 
Fy, whata ſlug is Haftings, that he comes nor 
To tell us, — they wuill come or no. 


The Queen your Mother, and your Brother York 


412 
Enter Lord Hiſtiggg | 
Buck, And in good time, here comes the ſweating Lord. 
Prince. Welcome, my Lord; what, will our Mother come 
Haſt. On what Occafion God be know, not I, 


Have taken Sanctuary; the tender Prince c 
Would fain have come with me to meet your Grace. 
But by his Mother was perforce withhele. = 
© Buck, Fy, what an indirect and iſh courſe. 
Is this of hers ?- Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
Perfurde the Queen to ſend the Duke of York 
_ Unto his princely Brother preſently ? 
If ſhe deny, Lord Haſtings, you go with him, 
And from her. jealous Arms pluck him perforce. | 
Arch. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak Oratory | 
Can from his Mother win the Duke of Tork, | 
Anon expect him here; but if ſhe be obdurate 
To miid [nereaties, God forbid | 
We ſhould infringe the holy Privilege 
Of bleſſed Sanctuary; not for all this Land 
Would I be puilty of fo great Sin. | 
Buck. You are too ſenſeleſs obſtinate, my Lord, 
Too ceremonious and traditional. 
Weigh it but with the greſsneſs of this Age, 
You break not Sanctuary, in ſeizing him; 
The benefit thereof is always granted | 
To thoſe whoſe dealings have deſery'd the Place, 
And thoſe who have the wit te claim the Place: 
This Prince bath never claim'd i-, nor deſerv'd it, 
Therefore, in mine Opinion, cannot have it. 
. Then taking him from thenee that is not there, 
You break no Privilege nor Charter there: 
Oft have I heard of Sanctuary Men, | 
But Sanctuary Children, ne'er till nove, | 
Arch. My Lord, you hall o'er-rule my Mind for once. 
Come on, Lord Haſtings, will you go with me: 
Haſt. 1 go, my Lord. [ Exeunt Archbiſhop and Haſtings. 
Prince. Good Lords, make all the ſpeedy haſte you may. 
Say, Uncle Gloſter, if our Brother come, 
Where fha!l we ſojourn till our Coronation? 
Glo.” Where it ſeems beſt unto your Royal ſelf. 
If I may counſcl you, ſome day or two. 


Your 


tory | 


nce. 


ti ngs. 


may. 


Your 


Your Highneſs ſhall repoſe you at the Tower: 
Then waere yoo Þ E an] ſhallbe thought moſt fit 
For yonr beft Health and Recreation. . 
Prince, 1 do not like the Tower of any Place; 
Did Julius Ceſar build that Place, my Lord? 
Buck. He did, my gracious Lord, begin that Place, 
Which ſince, ſacceeding Ages have re-edify'd, 
Prince, Is it upon Record? or elſe reported 
Succeſſively from Age to Age he built it ? 
Buck, Upon Record, my gracious Lord. 5 
Prince. But ſay, my Lord, it were not Regiſter d, 
Methinks the Truth ſhould live from Age to Age, 
As *twere retaild to all Pofterity, | Þ 
Even to the general ending Day. 3 | 
Glo. So with, fo young, they ſay do never live 01g. 
Prince, What ſay you, Uncle? 1 | | 
_ Gbp, I fay, without Characters Fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, | [ 4/ide. 
I mcralize two meanings in one Word. NIE 
Prince. That Julius Caſar was a famous Man; 
With what bis Valour did enrich his Wit, 3 
His Wit ſet down to make his Valour live: . 
Death makes no Conqueſt of his Conqueror; _ 
For- now he lives in Fame, though not in Life, 
Pl tell you what, my Couſm Buckingham. 
Buck, What, my gracious Lord? 
Prince. And it I live until I be a Man, 7 
III win our ancient Right in France again, 
Or die a Soldier, as I liy' a King. | 
Glo. Short Summers lightly have a forward Spring. 
Enter York, Haſtings, and Archbiſhop. | 
Buck, Now in good time, here comes the Duke of York. 
Prince. Richard of York, how fares our Noble Brother 2 
York. Well, my dear Lord, fo muſt I call you now. 
Prince, Ay, Brother, to our Grief, as it is yours; 
Too late he died that might bave kept that Title, 
Which by bis Death hath loſt much Majeſty, 
Glo. How: fares our Couſin, Noble Lord of Tork? 
York, | thank you, gentle Uncle. O my Lord, 
You ſaid, that idle Weeds are faſt in growth : 
The Prince ny Brother hath outgrown me far. 
Gio. He hath, my Lord. o 


Tork. 
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la weightier things you'll fay a Beggar Nay. 


. Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him. 


Uncle, my Brother mocks bath you., and me, 


44 Thy Life aud Death 


York, And therefore is he idle? 

G. Oh my. fair Couſin I mult. not fay ſo, 

York, Then he is more beholden to you than I, 

Glo. He may command me as my Sovereign, 
But ycu havs power in me, as in a. Kinſman.  - 

York, I pray you Uncle, give me this Dogger. 

Glo. My.Dagge 2 I 


r,Jittle Couſin? with all my Heart. 
Prince. A Beggar, Brother? e OO 
York, Of my kind Uncle, that I know will give, + 

And being a Tay it is no grief to give. 1 
Glo, A greater Gift than that I'll give my Couſin. 
York, A, greater Gift? O, that's the Sword to it. 
Glo, Ay, gentle Couſin, were it light. enough. 
York, O then I ſee you will part but with light Giſt, 


Glo, It is too weighty. for your Grace to wear, 

York, I weigh it lightly were it beawvier. 
Slo, What, would you have my Weapon, little Lordy 
Tork. I would, that 1 might thank yay, as you call me, 

Glo. How.? . | 
Tork. Little. | 3 Ls 

Prince. My Lord of York will {ill be croſs in talk £ 


Tork. You. mean to bear me, not to bear (with. me: 


Becauſe that I am little, like an Ape, 

He thinks that you ſhould bear me on yaur.Shoulderg, 
Buck. With what a ſharp pravided Wit he reaſons es? 

To mitigate the Seorn he gives his Uncle, 5 

He prettily and aptly raunts himſelf, 5 

So cunning and ſo young, is vondetful. 

Sb. My Lord, wilt. pleaſe you: paſs along? 

My felt, and my. good Couſin Buchingham, 

Will to your Mother, to intreat of her 

To meet you at the Tawer,.and welcome you. 
York, What, will you, go uhto the Jer, my Lord? 
Prince. My Lord Protector will have. it. ſo. 
York. I ſhall not ſleep in quiet at the Iuwer. 
Glo. Why, what ſhould. you fear? . 
York. Marry, my Uncle Clarence” angry Ghoſt: 

My Grandam told me, he was. murder'd there. 
Prince, | fear no Uncles deade. mY 

| : 2, 
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Gb. Nor none that live, I hope? 
Prince. And if the 
But come, my Lore 


m. 


live, I hope 1 need'not few: 
and with 2 heavy Heart, 
Thinking on them, go 1 unto the Tower: | 


Ekeunt Prince, York, Hi 


Buck. Think you, my Lord; 


Was not incenſat by his ſubtle Mother, 
To taunt and ſcorn you thus T. ee 


Glo. No doubt, no doubt: O 


Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable; 


He is all the Mother's, from top to toe. 


Buck, Well, let them reſt: Come hither, Catesby, 


tis parlous Boy; . 


.* 


r org. 
Manent Glouceſter, Buckingham an Catesby. 


is little prating' Tok 


Thou art ſworn; as deeply to effect what we intend; ? 


As clofely to conceal what we impart : 


Thou know*ſt our Reaſons urg'd upon the Way, 


Wharthink't thov? is ir not an eaſy Mmter 


To make William Lord 


ings of our Mind, 


For the Inſtalment of this Noble Duke, 


In the Scat 


Cateſ, He for his Father's ſake fo loves the Prince, _ 


That he will not be won to ought 


Buck. What think'ſt thou then of Stanley 
Cateſ. He will do alli alf as Haſthigs doth. 


nft kim. | 
Will not he? 


Buck, Well then, no more than this: 
Go, gentle Caresby, and as it were far off 


Sound thou Lord Haſtings, 


Huw he doth” ſtand affected to our Purpoſe, - 
And ſummon him to Morrow'to the Tower, 5 


To fit about the Coronatioh. 
If thou doſt find him tractable to us, 


Encourage him, and tell hi tm all our Rexſons; 


It he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 
Be thou ſo too, and fo break off th 
And give us notiee of his Inelination: 


e Talk, 


For we to Morrow hold divided Councils, | 
Wherein tliy-ſelf ſhalt highly be employ'd. 
Glo. Com mend me to Lord 2 tell kim, Carey, 


His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverſiries 


To morrow are let Blood at 


Caſtle, 


And bid my Lord, for joy of this good New, 
Cie Miſtreſs ae one e genthe Kiſt the more. 


1 


4 , 

1 
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Buck, 


46 The Life. end Death 
Buck. Good Catesby, go, efſect this Buſineſs ſoundly. 
Cateſ. My good Lords 1 boch, with all the heed I can. 
Glo. Shall we hear from you, Cateiby, ere we Yerp?, " 
Cateſ. You ſhall, my Lord, | 

Slo. At Crosby Houſe there you ſhall find us both. © 
Buck. Now, my Lord. [Exir Carry. 

What ſhall we do, if we perceive | 

Lord Haſtings will not yield to our Complots?: 

Sb. Chop off his Head: 

Something we will determine: 

And look when l * King, claim thou of me 

The Earldom of 

Whereof the King my Brother was poſſeſt. 

Buck, I'll claim that promiſe at your Grace's Hind. + 
Glo, And look to have it yielded with all kindneſs. 
Come, let us ſup betimes, that afterwards 


We may ** our Complots in ſome form. C Trent. 


sc EN E 1. FP 
Enter 4 Meſſenger to the Door of Haſtings, - 
 Meſ. My Lord, my Lord. | 5 


Haß. Who knocks? | 5 ET 
Me/. One from the Lord Stanley, |  * 
Haſt. What ist a Clock? 

Meſ. Upon the ſtroak of four. 
Enter Lord Haſtings. | 
Haſs. Cannot my Lord Stanley 8 Nights? 
Mef. So it appears by what I have to 1 f 
Firſt, he commends him to your noble Se 
Haſt. What then? 
Mef, Then certifies your Lordſhip, chat this a 
He dreamt the Boar had raſed off his Helm: 
Beſides, he ſays there are two Councils kept; 
And that may be determined at the one a 
Which may make you and him to rue at th other. 


Therefore he (ends to know your Lordſhip's. pleaſure, 


If you will preſently take Horſe with him, 
And with al} ſpe ed poſt with him towards the North, 7 
To ſhun the _—_ that his Soul divines. 
Hat. Go Fellow, go, return unto thy Lands. 15 

Bid * not tear the ſeparated Council: 


ereford, and all the Moveables 4 | 
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His Honour and my telt are it the one, 
And at the other is -my good Friend Cay, 


Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us, Nr 
Wheredf 1 ſhall not have Intelligence: dat 
Tell bim his Fears are ſhallow without once WE 
And for his Dreams, I wonder he's ſo ſimple 1 2 5 
To truſt the mockꝭ'ry of unquiet Slumbers. 


To fly the Boar, before the Boar purſues 


Were to incenſe the Boar to fol o.. us, 
And make purſuit where he did mean to chaſe... 
Go, bid thy Maſter 1iſe aad come to me, 
And we will both together to the Tower 


Where he ſhall ſee the Boar will uſe us kindly. . } 


A. Ja go, my Lord, and tellhim what you oy lr. 
Enter Cates by. 
Cateſ Many good-morrows to-my noble Lord, 1. £183 5 


Haſt. Good-morrow, Catesby, you are early ftirring: - 
What News, what News in this cur tott'ring State? 
Cateſ. It is a reeling World indeed, my Lord; 
And I believe will never ſtand aprigbt, 
Till Richard wear the Garland of the Realm. 
Haſd, How ! wear the Garland? 75 
9 1 l ee 
co & * | F 
aft. Il have this —— — . cut — — 
Ws. I'll ſee the Crown ſo foul miſplae d; 0 
But canſt thou gueſs that he. doth aim at it? 


Cateſ. Ay, on my Life, and bopes to fi ad you fore 


Upon his Party, far the gain thereof; 

And 1 he ſeods you this good New, 

That thig ſame very Day our Enemies, $1445 

The Kind: ed of the Queen, muſt die at pon, 7 3 
Ha. Indeed 4 am no mourner ſor that e * 

Becauſe N bave been ſtill my Adserſaries; 

But that I'll give my Voice on Nehard's Side, 

To bar my Maſter's Heirs in true Deſrent, | 

God knows Iwill not do it to the Deatb 
Cateſ. Gad keep your Lordſhip in that 8 Mind. 
Haß. But 1 al laugh at this a Tedte- month 8 

That they which brought mr in my en * 

live to look upon their Tragedy. 


— * 


* 


Well Caesiy, ere a Formight wake me older, AT; 


Babb > | 11 


% 


Te. Life , D 


Il fend ſome packing that yenthink not . | 
Cateſ. Tis a vile thing to die; ketten in. 

When Men are unprepar d and look not for it. 
Haſt. O monſtrous, monſtrous! ac ſo it falls: out 

With Rivers, Viughan,. Gray; and ſo t will do 

With ſome Men elſe that t hinic them ſelve us ſafe 

As thou and I. whoras:thou know?fly. are dear 

To Princely Richaru and: to: Nuciimg ham. | 
Cateſ. The Princes both make high account of you — 


For they account his Head uon the Bridge: [ Aſilo. 
Haſt, I know they / do; and I; have-well deſery'd 1 Rr.” 
Entiy Lord: Stanley. 


Come on, come on; where ivyour Boar-ſpear, Man * 
Fear you the Boar, and go ſo unprovided?” 
Stan. My Lord good-morrow,” good- morrow, cab ; 


You may jeſt on but bythe holy Road, 


] do not like theſe ſeveral Couucils, I. I en AE 
AAA. My: Lord, 1 hold my Life e as yours, . 4 
And never in my Days, I do Froteſt 5 | 
Was it ſo precious ta: me as cis now” 
Think you but that know on Stare dene 
I would be ſo trĩumphent as lam 
Stan. The Lords at Pomfret, when they rodefrom Londen 
Were jocund, and ſuppos'd their. er e hard 
And they indeed had no · eauſe to miſtruſt; 55 1 
But yet you ſee hom ſoon the Day Oet- ca 
This ſudden ſtabb of Rancaty 1 miſduubt, 88 
Prey God, I lay. 1 prove 4 needleſs Coward; . 
What, ſhall we toward the Iumer ? the Day i is OY 12 
Haſt. Come, come, have: with cu: 
Wot he what, my Lord | e HRT 
To days the. Lande y aurait r rear 
Stan. They, for their Truth, might better woar their Heads, 
Than ſome that have aceus d them wear thelr Hare” 
But come, my Lord, letisiaways A £05 


2 
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. Enter ah i tt. 
Eal. G0 on beſores Flizak with this Dl Fellow: 9 
„nx itt aty ¶Excuna Lord Stanley md Cory, 
Hew-now,Siarab? hin gots the: World with hes: - 
Furſ. The better that your Lordthip pleaſe tu ace 
Haſe. I tell thee Man, dis better wich ene n 77 [1 
Than when theui metiſt ane laſt here — 
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Then v was x going Priſcner t to theT meer WE 
| By the Suggeſtion of the Queen's Allies. 15 PEA V7 
But nowl tell thee, keep i it ts thy ſelf, a 0 Haks 
This Day thofe Enemies are put to Death, 1 
And I in better State than e er I Was. 
Pur ſ. God hold it to ygur Hondur's god Content. 
Haft. Gramercy Fellow; there drink that for me. 
| (Throws him his Parſe. 
fie, Purſe. 1 thank k your Honour. [Exit Purſutvant; 
© | Enter a'Prieft. 
Pries. Well met, my Lord, Iam glad to ſee your Honour. 
Haft. I thank thee, good Sir Fohn, with all my N 
I am in your debt for your laſt Exerciſe: 


Come che next Sabbath, and I will content you, . 
2 'Prieft. I'll wait upon your Lordfhip. - . 
Enter Buckingham. 


Buck. What, talking with a Prieſt, Lord Chamberlain? 
Your Friends at Pomfret, they do need the Prieſt, | 
I Lour Honour hath no ſhriving work in hand. 
Be. Good faith, and when I met this wy Man. 
I The Men you talk of came into my mind. 
bn What, go you toward the Tower? GY 
- Buck. I do, my Lord, but long I cannot ty dere ®; 
AY I ſhall return — your Lordſhip thence. | 
Ia. Nay, like enough, for FI tay Dinner there. 
I Buck. And Supper to, altho' thou know Ri os LO 
® Come, will you go? 
71 PI wait upen your Lordſhip... 2 Lee. : 


SCENE III. Ts 


dT Ze 817 Richard Ratcliff, evith Halberds, carrying: the 
pads, A TEI8 Nobles to Death at Pomfret. 


W Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee chis 
I | To day ſhaltthou behold a Subject die 5 EY 15 
„ For Truth, fer Duty, and for Loyalty. 5 
by. Eray. God bleſs the Prince from all the paek of you, £ wy 

AT! A . you are of damned Blocd-ſuchers. 
I Yaugh. You live that ſhall ery wo for this ker: 
32114 Rate Diſpatch; the limit ef your Lives is out. 
3 Riv. O Pomfret,: Pom: 0 e n . i 
Phen Fatal and ominous 5 8 35 


EOF. es 


— 


Tord Haſtings, you and he are near in Love. 


go The Life and Death 

Within the guilty cleſure of thy Walls 

Richard the Second here was hackt to Death: 

And for more ſlander to thy diſmal Seat, | 

We 2 to thee our guiltleſs Blood to- drinle. 
ay. Now Margaret's Curſe is faln upon our Heads, - 

When ſhe exclaim'd on Haſtings, you and I, 

For ſtanding by, when Richard ſtab'd her Son. 

Riv. Then curs'd ſhe Richard, 


Then curs'd ſne Buckingham, 
Then curs d ſhe Haſtings. G remember God 


To hear her Prayer fot them, as now for-us: 
As for my Sifter and her Princely Sons, | 
Be fatisfy'd, :dear God, with our true Blood, 


- Which, as thou know, unjuſtly muſt be ſpilt. 


Rat. Make haſte, the hounof Death is now expir'd. 
Ri v. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let us here embrace; 
Farewel, until we meet again in Heaven. 1 xeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Znter Buckingham, Derby, Haſtings, Biſbob of Ely Nor- 
folk, Ratcliff, Lovel, with others, at a Table. | 


Haft. Now Noble Peers, the cauſe why we are met 


#8” df. * rs 


Is to determine of the Coronation: 


In God's Name ſpeak, when is the Royal Day? 
Buck. Are all things ready for the Royal time? 
Derby. They are, and want but Nomination. 


= To Morrow then I judge a happy- Day. 
uc. Who knows the Lord ProteQtor's Mind been? 


Who is moſt inward. with the Noble Duke ? 
Eh. Vour Grace, we think, ſhould ſooneſt know his 
Mind. 
| Buck. We know each others Faces; for our Hearts, 
He knows no more of mine than I of yours . 
Or I of his, my Lord, than you of mine: a 


r 


Haft. I thank his Grace, I know he Joves me well: 1 
But for his purpoſe in the Coronation, ES . 
J have not ſounded him, nor he deliver'd: | 
His gracious pleaſure any way therein: N 
But you, my Honourable Lord, may name the time, | Be 


Nt MI prog, =. 


And in the Duke's behalf III give my Voice, 


I bans entle 3 
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Eater Glouceſter. 3 
Eh. In happy time here comes the Duke himſelf,” 
Gh. My Noble Lords and Coufins all, good woa, 
I have been a long ſleeper; but I truſt 
My abſence doth neglect no great deſign, _ 
Which by my preſence might have been cobtlidet 
Buck. Had you net come upon your Cue, my Lord,” 
William Lord Haſtings had pronounc'd your part, 
I 2 our Voice for crowning of the King. AS: . 
han my I.ord Haſtings no Man might be bolder, 
His "Lordi knows me well, and loves me well. 
My Lord of El, when I was laſt in Ho/bourn, 
I ſaw good Strawberries in your Garden there, 
l do beſeech you ſend for ſome of them. ; 
Eh. Marry and will, my Lord, with all my Heut. 
i [Exit Ely. 
| Ch. Couſin of Buckingham, a word with you, *” 
; Catesby hath founded Haſtings in our Buſinels, Nö 
And finds the teſty Gentleman ſo hot, 
5 That he will loſe his Head ere give conſent 
His Maſter's Child, as worſhipfully he terms it, 
Shall loſe the Royalty of England's Throne. 
| Buck. Withdraw your {elf a while, I'll go with you. 
a none 
Der. We have not yet ſetdown this Day of Een 
To Morrow, in my judgment, is too ſudden, 
For I my ſelf am not ſa well provided, Er 
As elſe I would be were the Day prolong d. 


— Pa 


Enter Biſhop of Ely. +> 
N Eh. Where is my Lord, the Duke of Glancefter 3 
" | I have ſent for theſe Strawberries. | ſing, 


Haft. His Grace looks chearfully and (moth this Men- 
There's ſome Conceit or other likes him well 
4 When that he bids Good-morrow with ſuch Spirit. 
= I think there's never a. Man in Chriſtendom _ 
Can leſſer hide his Love or Hate than he, 04» 
For by his Face ſtraight ſhall you know his Heart. 
Derby. What of his Heart perceive you in his Face, 
By any livelihood he ſhew /d to Day ? | v 
Haff. e with no Man here he is offended : . 
For — had ſhewn it in his Looks. 175 n 
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Oh Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy Curſe 


„ The Life and Death 


Enter Glouceſter and Buckingham. N 
Glo: I pray you all, tell me what they deſerve, 


That do 3 my Death with deviliſn Plots 


Of damped Witchcraft, | and that have prevailed 
Upon my Body, with their helliſh Charms. ba 
Haft. The tender love I bear your Grace, my Lord, 


Makes me moft forward in this Princely preſence, 


To doom th' Offenders, whoſoe er they be: 
I fay, my Lord, they have deſerved Death. 
Gb. Then be your Eyes the witneſs of their Evil, 


Tobie how I am bewitch'd ; behold mine Arm 


Js like a blaſted Sapling wither'd up: 

And this is Edward's Wife, that monſtrous Witch 
Conſorted with that Harlot, Strumpet Shore, 
T hat-by their Witchcraft thus have marked me. 


Haft. If they have done this Deed, my Noble Lord — 


Ch. If? thou Protector of this damned Stru mpet,*” 
Talk'ſt thou to me of Ifs? thou art a Traitor — —- 
Off with his Head now by Saint Paul I ſwear, 

J will not dine until T ſee the ſame. | 
Lovel and, Ratclif, look that it be done: | 
The reſt that love me, riſe and follow me. [Exeunt. 

| Manent Lovel and Ratcliff, avith the Lord Haitings. 
Haft. Wo, wo for England, not a whit for me, 

For I, too fond, might have prevented this: 

Stanley did dream the Boar did raſe eur Helms, 

And I did ſcorn it, and diſdain to fly; 

Three times today my Foot-cloth Horſe did fumble, | 
And ſtarted when he look'd upon the Towwer, 

As loth to bear me to the Slaughter-houſe. 

O now I need the Prieſt that ſpake to me: ps 

now repent I told the Purſuivant, 3 

As too triumphing, how mine Enemies 
To day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher d. 
And I my ſelf ſecure in Grace and Favour. Tm ; 
Is lighted on poor Haſtings wretched Head. NS. 

Rat. Come, come, difpatch;the Duke would be a at in- 
Make a ſhort Shrift, he longs to ſee your Head. 

Baß. O momentary Grace of mortal Men, BY 
Which we more hunt for, than the Graee of God! 

V ho builds his hope in Air ef your good Looks, 
aut EE... 1 | Lives 
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firs ſhe 2 drunken Sailor-on'a Maſt, fro0mt o% 
Ready with ev'ry nod to tumble debrnn 
Into the fatal Bowels of the Deep. 

Lev. Come, come, diſpateh, tis bootleſs to cin. 

Haft. Oh bloody Richard, miſerable E Ow, 
 propheſie the fearfubſt time to thee, _ 

That ever wretched Age hath look'd upon. „ e 
Come, lead me to the Block, bear him my Heats . 
They ſmile at me who ſhortly ſhall be dead. ¶ Eætuns. 

Euter Glouceſter and Buckingham iz'rufly e ; 

marvellous illſavour d. | : 

Gh. Come Couſin, | 
Can ſt thou quake and change thy colour, | 
Murther thy Breath in the middle of a Word, NY 
And then again begin, and ſtop again, en 
As if thou wert diftraught and mad with Terror?” 

Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep Tragedians. 
Speak, and leok back, and pry on every ſide, 1 
Tremble and ſtart at wagging of a Stra-: 
Intending deep Suſpicion, ghaſtly Locks 
Are at my Service, like enforced Smiles: - 
And beth are ready in their Offices, 
At any time, to grace my Stratagems. 

But what, is Catesby gone? 5 ba oY 
1e. He is, and ſee he brings the Mayor along; 2 - = 
| Enter the Lord Mayor and Catesby. F = 

Buck... Lord Mayor 

Gh. Look te the Draw-bridge re: 

Buck. Hark, a Drum. 

Gh. Catesby, o erlobk the Walls. 


i 7 


| Buck. Lord Mayor, the reaſon we have 353 „ 


Glo. Look back, defend there, here are Enemies. 
Buct. God and our Innocency defend and guard us. 
Enter Lovel and Ratcliff avith Haſtings's Head. 
Se. Be patient, they are Friends; Rateliſf and Lows: |. 

Lov. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traitor, 

The dangerous and unſuſpected Haſtings. 
Gb. So dear I loy'd the Man that I muſt weep: 
I took him for the. plaineſt harmleſs Creature 


That breath'd upon the Earth, a Chriſtians 
Made him my Book, wherein my Soul recorded: n 
The 1 of all her — 185 . 


A Se 
RN - 


w Ao WAN WE Eo TIS AA or Tn CEN Yn 
f 


„ The Life and Death 


So ſmooth he daub'd his Vice with ſhew of Vins, 
That his a t open Guilt omitted, 

J mean his Converſation with Shore's Wife, 

He liv'd from all attainder of ſuſpeQts. 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert ſt melter d Traher 
That ever liv'd. ; 
Would you imagine, or almoſt believe, 45 
Wer't not, that by great preſervation n 
We live to tell it; that the ſubtle Traitor 73 A 
This Day had plotted, in the Council-houſe, 

'To murther me and my good ood Lord of G fer. 
Mayor. Had he done | 

G. What! think you we are Turks or Infidels ? 

Or that we would, againſt the form of Law, 

Proceed thus raſhly i in the Villain's. Death, 

But that the extream peril of the Caſe, 

The Peace of England, and our Perſons Safety 
'Enforc'd us to this Execution. 2 5 
Mayor. Now fair befall you, he deferv'd his death, 55 
And your good Graces both have well ee ny 
To warn falſe Traitors from the like Attem LEE 

Buck. I never look'd for better at his! "7 
After he once fell in with Miſtreſs Shore: 


| Yet had we not determin'd he ſhould die 


Until your Lordſhip came to ſee his end, 


Which now the loving haſte of theſe eur Friends, 


Something againſt our meanings hath prevented; 

Becauſe, my Lord, I would have had you heard | 

The Traitor ſpeak, and timorouſly confeſs | 

The manner and the purpoſe of his Treaſons : 

That you might well have ſignify d the ſame 

_Unto the Citizens, who haply may | 

Miſconſtrue us in kim, and wail his Death. Cſerve, 
Mavor. But, my goed Lord, your Grace's Words ſhall 

As well HI hob toc and heard him ſpeak : | 

And do not doubt, right Noble Princes _ 

But I'll acquaint our duteous Citizens, 

With all your juſt Proceedings in this Caſe, SEES 7 
Gh. And to that end we wiſk'd your Lordſhip here, 


Puavoid the Cenſures of the carping World. 


Buck. Which ſince you come doo late of our 2 


ee witneſs what — we * intend: 4 


And 


"3 
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And ſo, my good Lord Mayor, we bid farewel. [Zx. _ 

Gh. Go after, after, Couſin Buckingham. 
The Mayor towards Gi. Hall hies him in all pelt: 8 
There, at your meereſt vantage of the time, 1 
Infer the Baſtardy of Zdzv4rd's Children, | 
Tell them, how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Only for ſaying he would make his Son 

Heir to the Crown, meaning indeed his Houſe, 

Which by the Sign thereof was termed fo; . 

Moreover, urge Bis hateful Luxury, 5 NG 

And' beſtial ap m_ in change of Luft, 

Which ftretch'd unto their Servants, Daughters, wires, 

R'en where his raging Bye, or ſavage Heart, 

Without control, luſted to make a Fra. | 

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my Perſon: 

Tell them, when that my Mother went with Child 

Of that inſatiate Fdavard, Noble Jorg, | 

My Princely Father then had Wars in France; 
And by true Computation of the Time, 

Found-that the Iſſue was not his begot : | 
Which well appeared in his Lineaments, 

Being nothing like the Noble Duke, my Father: 
Vet touch this ſparingly as twere far eff, . 
Becauſe, my Lord, you know my Mother lives. 

Buck. Doubt not, my Lord, I'll Play the Oratar 
As if the Golden Fee, for which I plead, 

Were = my Arr ; . ſo, my Loy adieu. 8 

Glo. If you thrive well, brin _ to B nard's Caſtle; 
Where you ſhall find me, — . . . 
Wich reverend Fathers, and well —. Biſhops, 

Buck. I go, and towards three or four a Clock 
Look fer the News that the Gui/d-Hall affords. 

[Exit Bucki E. 

 Gh. Go, Lawel, with all ſpeed to Doctor Shaw, 

Go thou to Friar Beaker, bid them bot [To Ratcliff. 
Meet me within this hour at Baynard's Caſtle. e 
Now will I go to take ſome privy Order f 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of ſight, 

And to give order, that no manner of Perſen 
Have any time recourſe unto the Princes. [Hit. 
Enter à Scrivener. 4 
"_ Hereithe n Won Pafling, 
ö C4 
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_ And mark how well the ſequel hangs together: 


\ 
-» 

Which in a ſet Hand fairly is engroſs'd, V7 et da 

That it may be to Day read oer in Pas. Sem 


Eleven hours I have ſpent to write it over, © 

For yeſternight by Catesby was it ſent me, 

The Precedent was full as long a doin 

And yet within theſe five hours Haſtings liv'd, 
Untainted, unexamin'd, free, at liberty. 

Here's a good World the while; who is ſo S 
That cannot ſee this palpable Device? _ 

Yet who ſo bold, but ſays, he Tees it not? 2 
Bud is the World, and all will come to nought, 


When ſuch ill dealing muſt be ſeen in thought. [Exit 


Enter Gloucefter and Buckingham at ſeveral Doors. 
G., How now, how now, what ſay the Citizens ? 
Buck. Now you the holy Mother of our Lord, 
The Citizens are mum, ſay not a word. 
Glo. Touch'd by the Baſtardy of Edevard's Children? 
+ Back. I did, with his Contract with Lady Lug, 5 
And his Contract by Deputy in France, 
Th' unſatiate greedineſs of his Deſire, 
And his enforcement of the City, Wives, 
His Tyranfy for Trifles, his own Baffardy, 
As being got, your Father then in France, 
And his reſemblance, being not like the Duke. 
Withal, I did: infer your Lineaments, 
Being the right Idea of your Father. 
Both in your Form and Nobleneſs of Mind: 
Laid open all your Victories in Scotland, 
Vour Diſcipline in War, Wiſdom in Peace, 
Vour Bounty, Virtue, fair Humility: . 
Indeed left nothing fitting for your Purpoſe 
Untoucht, or ſlightly handled in Diſcourſe. - 
And when my Oratory grew toward end, 
F bid them that did love their Country's good, 
Cry, God fave Richard, England” Royal King. 
Gh. And did they jo? _ 
Buck. No, ſo God help me, they ſpake not a Word, 
But like dumb Statues or unbreathing Stones, 
Star'd each en other, and look'd deadly pale: 
Which when I ſaw, I reprehended them, 


; And ark'd edt what meant thipwitfal ful lence? 
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His anſwer was, the People were not uſ el 
To be ſpoke to, but by the Recorder. 
Then he was —__ to tell my Tale again: 
Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke infere'd,. 
But nothing ſpoke in warrant from himſei. 
When he had done; ſome Followers of mine own, 
At lower end of the Hall, hurl'd up their Caps, 
And ſome ten Voices cry'd, God fave King Richard «- : 
And thus I tool the vantage ef thoſe few. = 
Thanks,, gentle Citizens and Friends, quoth I, 
This general Applauſe, and chearful Shout. 
Argues your Wiſdom, and your love to Richards 
And even here brake off and came away; . 
Gla; What Tongue leſs Blocks were they, 
Would they not ſpeak? 
Will not the Mayor then and his Brethren come? | 
. Buck. The Mayor is here at hand; intend ſome fear, 
Be not you ſpoke with, but by mighty ſait; 
And look you geta Prayer-Book i in your Hand, 
And fland between two Churchmen, good my Lord, 
For on that ground I'll make a holy Deſcant: | 
And be not eaſily won to our Requeſts, 
Play the Maid's part, ftill anſwer nay, and take it. 
eis. Igo: And if you plead as well for them, 
As I can ſay nay for thee to my ſelf, 
No doubt we bring it to a happy Iſſue. [Exit Glos 
Buck. Go, go up to the Leads, the Lord Mayor knocks» 
Enter Lord Mayer and Citizens- 
Welcome my Lord, I dance attendance here; . 
I think-the Duke will not be ſpoke withal.. 
Exter Catesby- 
Buck. Now Cetesby,whatiays your Lord to myRequeſt?* 
Cateſ. He doth intreat your Grace, my noble _— | 
To viſit him to Morrow, or next Day; 
He is within, with two right Reverend Fathers, 
Divinely bent to Meditation, 
And in no worldly Suits would he be mov'd, 
To draw him from his holy Exerciſe. | 
Back. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious Dukep. 
2 him, my ſelf, the Mayor and Aldermen, 
cep Deſigns, in matter of great Moment, : 
— than, our general ä 2 
C5, Ares 


— 
— — hu bur — 2 — 
| 
Y = 
: 


—ů — — EE. 2g 


S 5. bg - 2 r 
8 nN ad hdr Su, e S 
„„ „ . OR IT. mat 2a 

* 


The Life and Death 


ecm to have ſame conſtkench with his Grace. 
Catre/. P11 ſigniſie ſo much unto him ſtraight. reit. 


Buck. Ah ha, my Lord, this Prince is not an award, 


He is not lulliag on a lewd Love Bed, 
But on his Knees at Meditation: 


Not dallying with a Brace of Curtezana, 


But meditating with twe deep Divines: 
Not fleeping, to engroſs his idle Body, 


But praying, to enrich his watchful uk. 5 


Happy were England, would this virtuous Prince 
Take on his Grace the Sovereignty thweof, 
But ſure I fear we ſhall not win him to it. 


Mayer. Marry, Gerl defend, his Grace ſliould ſay n 


Back. 1 fear 2 will; here Cares comes again. 
Enter 8 
Now Catesby, what ſays his Grace? 
Cateſ. He wonders to what end you have — 


Such Troops of Citizens to come to him, 


His Grace not being warn'd thereof before: 

He fears, my Lord, you mean no good te him. 
Back. Sorry I am, my noble Couſin ſhould 

guſpect me, that I mean no good to him: 

By Heav'n, we come to him in perfect Love, 


And fo once more return, and tell his Grace. dc. 


When holy and devout. Religious Men 

Are at their Beads, tis much to draw them thence, 

So ſweet is zealous Contemplation. | 

Enter Gloueeſter above, b:taveen — FIVE 

Naxor. See where his Grace ſtands 'rweentweClergymett. 
Buck. Two Props of Virtue, for a Chriſtian Prince, 

To ſtay him from the fall of Vanity: 

And ſee a Book of Prayer in his Hand, 

True Ornaments to know a holy Man, 

Famous Plartagenet, moſt gracious Prince. 

Lend favourable Ear to our requeſts, 

And pardon us the interruption 


Of thy Devotion and right Chriſtian . 


Glo. My Lord, there needs no ſuch Apology. 
] do beſcerh your Grace to pardon. me, 5 


Who earneſt in the Service of God. 2 52 5 . 


Deferr'd the Viſitation of my Friends. 


OT. chin, what is Grace” 8 pleaſure? 


Buck. | 
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Buck. Een that, T hope, Which pleaſeth r 
And all good Men, of this ungovern'd 2 5 8 
Gh. Ido ſuſpect I have done ſome offen | | 
That ſeems diſgracious in the City $ Eye, en, 
And that you come to rehend my Tghorance. W 
Buck. You have, m ys Cord: " 
Would it might leaf your Gee 
On our intreaties to. amend your Fault. 
Gb. Elſe wherefore breathe L in a Eben b 
Buck. Know then, it is your Foals Vs * * 
The Supream Seat, the Throne Ma 
The Sceptred Office of your Anes r, 
Your State of Fortune, and your due of ed 
The Lineal Glory of your Royal Hoaſe, 25 
To the corru ptioß of a Ble Stock 3 © ; 
Whiles in the mildneſs of your fleepy Thou "_ | 
Which here we waken to our Country's 
The noble Iſle doth want his proper Limbs :- 
His Face defac'd by skars of Infamy, 5 
His Royal Stock graft with ignoble Plants, 
And almoſt ſhouldred in the ſwallowing Gulf 
Of dark Fergetfulneſs, and deep Oblivion, 
Which to re · eure, we heartily { ſolicit - 
= pr ſelf to take on you the OY 
ingly Goverfiment of this your 12 225 ä 3 da 25 
NG Ks x": Steward, Subſtitate,. „ 
Or lowly Factor, for another's gain; 
But as ſucceſſively, from Blood to Blood,. 2 5 
Your right of Birth, your Empiry, your o ww. 
For this, conſorted with the Citizens, „ 
Your very worſhipful and loving Friends Who: 3 
And by their vehement Inſtigation, 
In this juſt Cauſe come I to move rr Oe 
Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart in x al Es 
Or bitterly to ſpeak, i in your reproof, 
Beſt fitteth my Degree, or your Condition. 
For not to anſwer, you might haply thin 
Tongue ty'd Ambition, not replying, yielded 
To dear the Golden Yoak of Sovereignty, e en 
Which fondly you would here impoſe on re. 
If to reprove you for this ſuit of yours, 1 


So elend with Your faithful Love to ME, « 


*. 
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Then on 0 the other fide I check'd my Friends, 
Thkkrefore to ſpeak, and to avoid the firft, 
And then in ſpeaking. not to incur the laſt, | 
- Definitively thus I anſwer you. 
Your Lovedeſerves my thanks, but my deſert 
Unmeritable; ſhuns your high requeſt.. NES 
Firſt, if all Obftacles were cut away, | | 
And that my Path were even to the 8 
As the rige Revenue, and due of Birth; 
Vet ſo much is my poverty of Spirit, 
So mighty, and ſo many my Defects, | 
That F would rather hide me from my Greatneſs, 
Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sea; 
Than in my Greatneſs covet to be hid, 
And in. the Vapour of my Glory ſmottier's. | 
But God be thank'd, there is no need of me, 
And much I need to help you, were there need: 
The Royal Tree hath left us Royal Fruit, 
Which mellow'd by the ſtealing Hours of tnt, 
Will well beeome the Seat of Majeſty, | 
And make us, no doukt, happy by his Reign. 
On him I lay that, you would lay on mm 5 
The Right and Fortune of his happy Stars, . 
Which God defend that I ſhould wring from him. 
Buck. My Lord, this argues Conſcience in your Gio 
But the reſpects thereof are nice, and trivial, 
All Circumſtances well conſider dc. | 
You ſay, that Zdaward is your Brother's Son, 
So ſay. we too, but not by Edaverd's Wife: 
For firſt was he contract to Lady Lucy. 
Your Mother tives a Witneſs to his Vow,. © 
And afterward by. Subſtitute-betroth'd 
To Bona, Siſter to the King of France. 
Theſe both put off, a poor Petitioner, 
A Care-craz'd Mother to a many Sons, 
A Beauty-waining, and diſtreſſed Widow. 
E'en in the 3 of her beſt Days, 
Made prize and purchaſe of his wanton Eye. 
Seduc'd the och, and height of his Degree, 
To baſe Declenſion, and loath'd Bigamy. 
By, her in his unlawful Bed, he got 
3 whom our Manners call the Prince: 


More: 
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|| Merebitterly.could I expoſtulate, 
* Save that for reverence of ſome alive, = 
8 I give a ſparing limit to my Tongue. x 
Then, good my Lord, take to your Royal Self 
8 This proſferd benefit of Dignity : | 
If not.to bleſs us, and the Land — .. 
| Yet to draw forth your noble Anceſtry. 
i From the corruption of abuſing times, 
| Unto a Lineal true derived Courſe. 1 
Mayor. Do, good. my Lord, your Citizens i intreat you, 
uc. Refuſe not, mighty Lord, this proffer'd- Love. 
Cateſ. O make them joyful, grant their lawful Suit. 
Glo. Alas, why would you === this Care on me 
Lam unfit for State, and Majeſty: 5 
Ido beſeech you take it not amiſs, 
I cannet, nor I will not yield to you. 
Buck. If you refuſe it, as in love and zeal. 
Loath to depoſe the Child your Brother's Son, 
As well we know your 'Tenderneſs of Heart, 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorfe, 
Which we have noted in you to your Kindred, | 
And equally indeed to all Eſtates: 3 
Yet know, where you accept our Suit, or no, He 
& Your Brother's Son ſhall never reign our Tag, 
3 But we will plant ſome other in the Throne. 
To the diſgrace and down-fall of your Houſe: | 
And in this reſolution here we leave you. 
Come Citizens, we will intreat no more.  [Fxenat:; 
Cateſ. Call him again; ſweet Prince, accept their Suit be 
EF you deny them, all the Land will rue it. 
Gl. Will you enforce me to a World of Cares * 
ry them again, I am not made of Stones 4 
tpenetrable to your kind Intreaties, 
Albeit againſt my Conſcience and my Soul. 
5 Enter Buckingham and the ret. 
Coufſin of Buckingham, and ſage, grave Men, 
Siace you will buckle Fortune on my 
To bear her Burthen, whether I will or no, 
I muſt have patience to endure the Load: 
Nut if black Scandal, or foul-fac'd Reproach, 
| Attend the ſequel of your Impoſition, | 
Pl —— Aww 3 
= | = From: 
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From all the i impure 20 and fains W 
For God doth know, an * may partly ſee, 
How far I am from the delire of this. 
Mayor. God bleſs your Grace, we ſee it, and will lay is 
1 2 In "oy ſo, you ſhall but ſay the truth. 
[ Buck. Then I ſalute: you with. this Royal Title, 
# Lon „ King Richard, England's worthy King. 
Amen. 
Buck. To- Morrow may it pleaſe yeu to be Crown'd... 
| Ge. Een when you pleaſe, for you will have it ſo. 
1 Back. To- Morrow then we will attend yeur Grace, 
= - And fo moſt joyfully we take our leave. | | 
G. Come, let us to our holy Work again. ; 
Farewel my Couſins, farewel un Friends. [Exeunt. 
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Ca York, and Marqueſs of Dorſet, 


Dutch. HO meets us here? 5 
My Niece Plantagen 21, 1 
Led i in the Hand of her kind Aunt of G. "her , 4 


Now, for my Life, ſhe's wandring to the Tower, 

Qu pure Heart's Love, to greet the tender Prince. 

Daughter, well met. | 
Anne. God give your Graces both a happy 

And a joyful time of Day. 
Queen. As much to you, good Siſter ; wither away x 
Anne. No'tarther than the Toqwer, and as I | guels ö 

Upon the like devotien as your ſelves, | . 

To gratulate the gentle Princes there. | 
Queen. Kind Sifter thanks, we'll enter all rogerher, 

Enter the Lieutenant. 2 

And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. 

Maſter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 

How doth the Prince, and my young Son of York 2. 


ths A well, dear Madam by your Patience, 


Favor the 227 Anne Durcheh of Glouceſter, 3 n. 


2. tend 


Toy 


Ont 


Then britig me to their Sights, I Il bear thy blame, 


e Rrenand IE _ @ 
I may not ſuffer you to viſit them; ' 
The King hath Ariel y ar rf) the eontrarye TE, 
Queen. The King ? who' = 
Lien. I mean the Lord — 44 | 
2ueen. The Lord protect him from that Kingly Tide. 
Hath he ſet bounds between their love, and me ; 
I am their Mother, who ſhall bar me from them, 
Dutch, I am their Father's Mother, I will ſes them. 
Anne. Their Aunt I am in law, in love their Mother 


* 


And take thy Office from thee, on my Peri 

Lien. No Madam, no, I may not leave itſo: 
Iam bound by Oud, and bercſosyandn me. [Bit Lie. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Leb me but meet you Ladies one hour hence, 
And I'll ſalute your Grace of York as Mother, 

And reverend looker on of twe fair Queens, 
Come Madam, you muſt W y to Wofminfldr, + 
There to be Crowned Rich Royal Queen. 

Queen. Ah, cut my Lace aſunder | 
That my pent Heart may have ſome ſcope to beat, 
Or elſe I ſwoon with this dead-killing News. 

Anne. Deſpighiful tidings, O unpleaſing News! 

| Dor/. Be of 4 Chear ; Mother, how faresyour Grace? 

Queen. O Dar ſet, ſpeak not to me, get thee gone, % 
Dearh and Deſleuchon d dogs thee at thy Heels, 

Thy Mother's Name is ominous to Children 

If thou wilt out- ſtrip Death, go croſs the Seas, 
And live with Richmond, from the reach of Hell, 
Go hye thee, hye thee from this Slaughter- houſe, : 
Left thou increaſe the number of the dead, 

And make medie the thrall of Margaret's Curſo, - ; 
Nor Mother, Wife, nor Exg/axd's counted Queen. 
Stan. Full of wife Care is this your Counſol, Madam; 
Take all the ſwiſt advantage of the Hours; ; 
You ſhall have Letters from me to my Son, 


In your behalf, to meet you on the way: - > a 
Be not ta'en tardy by unwiſe delay. = 
Dutch. O ill diiperſing Wind of Miſery, | 5 

© my aceurſed Womb, the Bed of Death: | 
A Cockatrice haſt thau' hatch'd to the Worlds ; 13 
Nu unavoided Eye is Murtherous, | os . 


15 : 


js, I 


tho. odd Years of Sorrow have I. ſeen, 


Stan. Come; 8 dome, I in all haſte was ſent. 
Anne. And I with all unwillingneſs will go. 
O would to God, that the inclufive Verge 
Of Golden Metal, that muſt round my Brow, 
Were red-hot Steel, to ſear me to the Brains. 
Anointed let me be with deadly Venom, 
And die ere Men can ſay, God: ſave the Queen. 


geen. Go, go, poor Soul, I envy not thy. Glory, 


To eed my Humour wiſh thy ſelf no harm. 
Anne. No! why? When he that 1 is my Husband new, 
Came to me, as I follow'd Henry's Coarſe: © 


When ſcarce the Blood was walks waſh'd from his Hands, 


Which iſſued from my other Angel Husband, 
And that dear Saint, which then I weeping follew'd : 
© when, I ſay, I look'd on Richard's Face, 
This was my- Wiſh-;: Be thou, quoth I, accurſt, 
For making me, ſo young, ſo old a Widow: LF 
And when thou wed'ſt, let Sorrow haunt thy Bed: 
And be thy. Wife, if any be ſo mad, 
More miſerable, by the Life of thee,.. | 
Than thou, haſt: made me, by my dear Lord's Death. 
Loe, ere I can repeat this Curſe again, : 
Within ſo ſmall a time, my Woman's Heart 
Groſsly grew captive to his Honey words, 
And proy'd the ſubject of mine own Soul's Curſe ; 
Which hitherto hath held mine Eyes from reſt ; . 
For never yet one hour in his Bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew: of Sleep, 
But with his timorous Dreams was {till awak' d. 
Befides, he hates me for my Father Warevxck, 
And will, no doubt, ſhortly be rid of me. 
. Dacer. Poor Heart, adieu, I-pity thy complaining. 
Asse. No more than with my Soul I. mourn for yours: 
Der. Farewel, thou woful welcomer of Glory. 
Anne. Adien, poor Soul, that tak'ſt thy leave of it. 


Datch. Go chou to Richmond, and good Fortune guide 


thee, Ze Dorſet. 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels tend thee, [To Anne. 


wo thou to Sanctuary, and good Thoughts poſſeſs thee, 
Toe the 8 
Ito my Grave; * Peace and Reſt lie with mo. 


2 4 
* 
* 


57 


Rr 


. 


And each Hour's joy wrackd with a Weck of ang 
Queen. Stay, yet loolc bach with me: unte the 

Pity, you ancient Stones, thoſe tender Babes, | oe 

Whom Envy hath immur'd within your 8 

Rough Cradle ſor ſuch little pretty ones. 


5 Rude ragged Nurſe, old ſullen Play-fellow, | EY 7 * 


For tender Princes; uſe my Babies well.; N 
So fooliſh Sorrow bids your Stones farewel- [Eat 


* N 115! 
\ Fharif of Trunifets. Enter Glencdfity as King, Bucky 
ds, | ingham, Catesby, Ratcliff aud Lovel. | 


K. Rich. Stand all apart —Couſin of — 5 


Buck. My gracious Sovereign. 

K. Rich. Give methy Hand. Thus high by thy — 
And thy aſſiſtance, is King Richard ſeated: 
But ſhall we wear theſe Gries for a Day? 

Or fhall they laſt, and we rejoice in them? 1 
Buck, Still live they, and for ever let them laſt. 
EK. Rich. Ah Buckiegham, now do I play the Touch; 

To try if thou be current Gold indeed : - 

Vong Edward lives think now what I would peak. 
Buck. Say on, my loving Lord. 
K. Rich. Why, Buckingham; I ſay 1 would be King. 
Buck. Why ſo you are, my thrice renowned Lord. 
K. Rich. Ha! am I King ? tis ſo - but * — 
Buck. True, noble Prince. 5 
K. Rich. O bitter Conſequence! 


That Edavard fill ſhould live True oe Prinee. 4 


Couſin, thou waſt not wont to be ſo dull. 
Shall I be plain? I wiſh the Baſtards dead, 
And I would have it ſuddenly perform d. 
What ſay'ſt thou now ? ſpeak ſuddenly, be brief. 
Buck. Your Grace may do your Pleaſure. | 
K. Rich, Tut, tut, thouart all Ice; thy Kindneſs freezes: 
Say, have I thy conſent, that they ſhall die? 
Buck. Give me ſome little breath, ſome pauſe,dear Lord, 
Before J poſitively ſpeak in this: 
Iwill reſolve you herein preſently. [Exit Buckingham. 
Cate/. The King is angry, ſee he gnaws his Lip. 
K. Rich. Iwill converie with Iron-witted Fools, 


And unreſpective Boys; none are for me, 


* 
* 
* 
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| High- reaching Agel 142125 e ih 


'That-look: into me with conſiderate Eyes, 


2 Tank. dien whom We Gold 
ic now'ft thou not any, Gold 
Will J unto a cloſe expleit of Death) £4 | 
know a diſcontented Gentleman, 
humble means match not his haughty Spirits . 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, N 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any . 
752 Rich. What i is his Name? - _ 
. His Name, my Lord, is Tirrel. © 
: K eb. I partly know the Man; 80 call him über, f 
| ; JP C 
The deep revolving witty Buckingham, * = K 
No more ſhall be the Neighbour to my Conniels. . 
Hath he fo long held out with me untir'd, £287 
And ſteps he now for Breath? Well, be it fo. vg nt 
Enter Stanley. 39 


How now, Lord Stanley, what's the News? a 


Stan. Know, my loving Lord, the * Dor fee, 
As I hear, is fled to Richmond, 


In the Parts where he abides. 


EK. Rich. Come hither, Cate, rumor it abroad, 


That Anne my Wife, is very grievous Sick; 
F will take order for her keeping cloſe. 5 . 
Inquire me out ſome mean poor Gentlenanm ] 


Whom I will marry ſtraight to Clarenc“ Daughter: 


The Boy is fooliſh, and I fear not him. 

Look how thou dren? ſay again, give a. 5 

That Anne my Queen is fick, and like to die. | 
About it; for it ſtands me much upon | |: 


To ſtop all hopes, whoſe growth may my me. 1] 
J muſt be married to my Brother's Dau 44 
Gr elſe my Kingdom ſands on brittle Gla 


Murther her Brothers, and then marry her! 1 


Uncertain way of gain. But I am in | . 
So far in Blood, that Sin will pluck on Sin, AY 1 


Tear. falling Pity dwells not in this Eye. ef 
Enter Tirrel. | oat s 


| Is thy Name Tirrel ? 


Dir. Jane, Tirrel, and your moſt obedient Salzes. 


K. Ric. 


ich. 


E. Rich, Art thou indeed? - 


_ Tir. Prove me, my gracious Lord. ov mov m 


K. Rich. Dar'ft thou reſolve to kill a Filend of mine? 


Tir, Pleaſe you; it 73 


But I had rather kill two Enemies. 


K. Rich. Why then thou haſt it; two deep Enemies, 


Foes to my Reſt, and my fweet 2 CY EY 
Are they that 1 would have thee d . 
Tirrel, | mean thoſe Baſtards in the Nes 5 
Tir. Let me have open means to come to them, 
And ſoon [I'll rid you from the fear of them. ban 
K. Rich. Thou fing't ſweet Muſick: 
Hark, come hither Tirrel, 


G0 by this token ; riſe, and lend thine Ear, (Whipers 


There is no more but ſo; ſay it is done, 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 


Tir, I will diſpatch it ſtraiggt. (bar. 


Enter Buckingham. 
Bucl. My Lord, I have conſidered in my 41 
That late * that you did ſound me in. 
X. Rich 
Buck. J hear the News, my Lord. 
T. Rich. Stanley, he is your Wife's Son; well, look unto it. 


Buck. My Lord, I claim the Gift, my due by Promiſe, | 


For which your Honour and your Faith is pawn'd. 
TH Earldom of 'Hereford* and the Moveables, 
Which you have promiſed I ſhall poſſeſs. 


Fad 


K. Rich. Stanley, look tw your Wife; if ſhecomvey 


Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. 

Buck. What ſays your Highneſs to my juſt requeſt? - 
X. Rich. I do remember me, Heu the Sixth _- 
Did Propheſie, that Richmond ſhould be King, 

When Richmond was a m_y peeviſh Boy. 
A King perhaps. 
Buck. May i pleaſe you to reſolve me in my Suit? 
K. Rich. Thou troubleſt me, I am not inthe Vein. 185 
Buck. And is it thus? repays he my deep Service - 
With ſuch contempt ? made I him King for this:? 
O let me think on Haſtings, and be gone 
To Brecnoch, while my fearful Head is on. [Exit. 
Enter Tirrel, | 


Tir, Thetyrannous and bloody AR is dons, © . 


__e 1. = 


U, let that reſt ; Dor/et is fled to Richmond. 
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And Anne my Wife hath bid this Werld A 
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De Life and Death 
The moſt Arch-deed of piteous Maſſacre 


That ever yet this Land was guilty of. 

Feen eee. whom I did ſuborn 2 
o do this piece of ruthful Butckery, 3 

Albeit they were fleſht Villains, bloody Dogs, 

Melted with Tenderneſs, and mild Compaſſion, 

Wept like to Children, in their deaths fad Story: 

O thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle Babes, 

Thus, thus, quoth Ferreſt, gireling one another 

Within their Alabaſter innocent Arm: 

Their Lips were four red Roſes on a Stalk, 

And in their Summer Beauty kiſs'd each other. 

A Book of Prayers on their Pillow lay, WORRY 

Which once, quoth Ferre, almoſt chang'd my mind. 

But oh the Devil— there the Villain ftopt : | | 

When Digbten thus told on, we ſmothered 


The moſt replenifhed ſweet Work of Nature, 


That from the prime Creation &er ſhe framed. 


Hence both are gone with Conſcience and Remorſa, 
They could not ipeak, and fo I left them both, 


To bear theſe Tidings to the bloody King. 
ns Exter King Richard. | 
And here he comes. All health, my Sovereign Lord. 
K. Rich. Kind Tirref—— am I happy in thy News? 
Tir. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happineſs, be happy then, - fi 


For it is done. | 


. Rich. But didſt thou ſee them dead? 
Tir. I did, my Lord. | | 
K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tirre/? | | 
Tir. The Chaplain of the Toxver hath buried them, 


3 Zut where, to ſay the Truth, I do not know. 


K. Rich. Come to me, Tirre/ ſoon, ſoon after Supper, 
When thou ſhalt tell the proceſs of their Death... _ 


Mean time— but think how I may do thee good, 


And be Inheritor of thy defire, 


Farewel till then. 


Tir. I humbly take my leave. 14 | 

EK. Rich. The Son of Clarence have I pent up cloſe,. 

His Daughter meanly have I match'd in Marriage, _ 
The Sons of Edward ſleep in 4braham's Boſom, 
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Now, for I know the Briten Richmond aims 
At young Elizabeth my Brother's Daughter, 
And by that knot looks proudly on the Crewn, 
To her go I, a jolly thriving Wooer, © © 
e Enter Ratcliff. C 
Rat. My I "2, ̈’ 
K. Rich. Good or bad News, that thou com'ft in fo 
Rat. Bad News, my Lord, Morton is fled to Richmond; 
And Buckingham, backt with the hardy Venen, 
Is in the Field, and ſtill his Power increaſeth. _ | 
K. Rich. Eh with Richmond troubles me more near, 7 
Than Bzckingham and his raſh levied Strength. *  * 
Come, I have learn'd that fearful commenting . 
Is leaden Servitor to dull Delay, | 2 
Delay leads impotent and Snail-pac'd Beggarß: 
Then fiery Expedition be my Wing. TE os 
Fove's Mercury, and Herald for a King: 
Go muſter Men; my Councfl is my Shield, 5 
We mult be brief, when Traitors brave the Field. [EZ xe. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Queen Margaret. 


a? Queen. Mar. So now Proſperity begins to mellow: 
- | And drop into the rotten mouth of Death: Py 
Here in theſe Confines ſlily have I lurkt, 
To watch the waining of mine Enemies. | 
A dire Induction am I witneſs to, 5 
And will to France, hoping the Conſequenge 
Will prove as bitter, black and tragical. * 
Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes here? 
Enter Dutcheſs and Queen. „ 
1 Queen. Ah my poor Princes! ah my tender Babes! 
My unblown Flowers, new appearing Sweets: 
If yet your gentle Souls fly in the Air, 
And be not fixt in doom perpetual, 99 
Hover about me with your airy Wings, e 
And hear your Mother's Lamentation. 1 
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fs 2. Mar: Hover about her, ſay, that right for right 
I Harn dimm d your infant Morn to aged Night. 
Dutch. So many Miſeries have craz d my Voice, 
A That my woe-wearied Tongue is ſtill and mute. © 
2 | Edwart 


ee — EY 


Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead? 
2. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying Debt. 5 
Queen. Wilt thou, O God, fly from ſuch gentle Lambs, 
And throw them in the Intrails of the Wolf? 
Why didſt thou ſleep when ſuch a Deed was done? 
9. Mar. When Holy Henry dy'd, and my ſweet Son. 
Dutch.Dead Life, blind Sight, poor mortal living Ghoſt, 
Woes Scene, Worlds ſhame, Graves due, by Life uſurpt, 
Brief abſtract and record of tedious Days, 
Reſt thy unreſt on England's lawful Earth, 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent Blood. 
Queen. Ah that thou wouldſt as ſoon afford a Grave 
As thou canſt yield a melancholy Seat: 
Then would I hide my Bones, not reſt them here. 
Ah who hath any Cauſe to mourn but we? | 
2. Mar. If ancient Sorrow be moſt reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of Signeury ; 8 
As d let my Griefs frown on the upper hand, 
If Sorrow can admit Society. 
J had an Edævard till a Richard kill'd him: 
J had a Husband 'till a Richard kill'd him: 
Thou hadſt an Edæward till a Richard kill'd him: 
Thou hadſt a Richard 'till-a Richard killd him. 
Dutch. I had a Richard too, and thou didſt kill him: 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'ſt to kill him. ſhim. 
2 Mar. Thou hadſt a Clarence too, and Richard kill'd 
From forth the kennel of thy Wemb. hath crept 
A Hell hound, that doth hunt us all to Death: 
That Dog. that had his Teeth before his Eyes, 
To worry Lambs, and lap their gentle Blood; 
That foul defacer of God's handy- work, 
That reigns in gauled Eyes of weeping Souls: 
That excellent grand Tyrant of the Earth. 
Thy Womb let looſe to chaſe us to our Graves. 
O upright, jaft, and true diſpoſing God, 
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W | How do I thank thee, that this carnal Cut 7 
| |- Preys on the Iſſue of his Mother's Body, Ir 
And makes her Pue fellow with others -moan.. R 
1 Dutch. Oh Harry's Wife, triumph not in my Woes: p. 

| God witneſs with me, I have wept for thine. Fe 


A. Mar. Bear with me: Iam 1 Fe 


And now I cloy me ks ME» £24 
Thy Edward, he is dead — ill d. my * 
The other Eduard dead, — my Edward: 
Young York, he is but boot, becauſe — they 
Matched not the high Perfection of my Loſs. 
Thy Clarence he is dead that ſtabb'd my Edwards, 

And the Beholders of this frantick Play, ; 

Th” adulterate Haſtings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray, 
Untimely ſmother'd in their dusky Graves. 

Richard yet lives, Hell's black Intelligencer, 

Only reſerw d their Factor to buy Souls, 


And fend them thither : But at hand, at hand 


Inſues his piteous and unpitied End. 


Earth gapes, Hell burns, Fiends roar, Saints pray, | 

To have him ſuddenly convey'd from hence: 

Cancel his Bond of Life, dear God, I pray, 

That I may live and ſay, the Dog is dead. - - 
Queen. O thou didſt Propheſy the time would come, 


That I ſhould wiſh for thee to help me Curſe 


That bottel'd Spider, that foul bunch- back d Toad. 
2. Ma. I call'd thee then, vain flouriſh of my Fortune: 

J call'd thee then, poor Shadow, painted Queen. 

The Repreſentation of but what I was; 

The flattering Index of a direful Pageant, 

One heav'd on high to be hur'd down below: 

A Mother only mock'd with two fair Babes; 


| A dream of what thou waſt, à gariſn Flag 
To be the aim of ev'ry dang'rous Shot; 


A ſign of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble; 
A. Queen in Jeſt, only to fill the Scene. 
Where is thy Husband now? where be thy Brothers? 
Where be thy two Sons? wherein doſt thou ſo ? 
Who ſues and kneels, and ſays, God ſave: the Queen? 
Where be the bending Peers that flatter d thee? 
Where be the thronging Troops that follow'd thee? 
Decline all this, and ſee now what thou art, S 
For happy Wiſe, a molt diſtreſſed Widow ; 

For joyful Mother, one that wails the Name; 
For one being ſu'd to, one that humbly ſuesz 
For Queen, a very Caitiff crewn'd with Care; 
For ſhe that ſcorn'd at me, now ſcorn'd of me; 
For ſhe — fear d of all, now fearing one; 
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For ſhe commanding all, obey'd of none. 
Thus hath the courle of Jaſtice whirl'd about, 
And left thee but a very prey to Time, 
Having no more but thought of what thou waſt, 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 
Thou didſt uſurp my Place, and doſt thou not 
Uſarp the juſt proportion of my Sorrow? 
Now thy-proud Neck bears half my burthen'd Yohe, 
From which, ev'n here I ſlip my wearied Head, 
And leave the Burthen of it all on thee. 
Farewel Tor#'s Wife, and Queen of fad Miſchance, 
Theſe Englip Woes will make me ſmile in France. 
Queen. O thou well-skill'd in Curſes, ſtay a while, 
And teach me how to curſe mine Enemies. 
9. Mar. Forbear to ſleep the Night, and faſt the Day: 
Compare dead Happineſs with living Woe; 
Think that thy Babes were ſweeter than the ey were, 
And he that ſlew them fouler than he is: | 
Bettring thy loſs makes the bad Cauſer worſe, 


** 3 this, will teach thee how to curie. 


Queen. My Words are dull, O quicken them with thine, 
9. Mar: Ihy Woes will make them ſharp, 

And pierce like mine. [Exit Margarg. 
Dutch. Why ſhould Calamity be fall of Words? 
Dueen. Windy Attorneys to their Clients Woes, 

Airy ſucceeders of inteſtine Joys, 

Poor breathing Orators of Miſeries. 

Let them have ſcope, tho' what they will une 

Help nothing elſe, yet they do caſe the Heart. 
Dutch. If ſs, then be not tongue-ty'd; go with me, 

And in the breath of bitter Words, let's ſmother 


My damned Son, that thy two ſweet Sons ſmother d. 


Trumpet ſounds, be copious in Exclaims. 
Enter King Richard and his Train. 
K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition? 
Dutch. O ſhe that might have intercepted thee, 
By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed Womb, 
From all the Slaughters, Wretch, that thou haſt done. 
Queen. Hideſt thou that F orehead witha Golden Orem 
Where ſhould be branded, if that right were right, 
The Slaughter of the Prince that ow'd that Crown, 


| And the dire Death ef my poor Sons and — 
A | c 
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Tell me, thou Villain-lave, where are my Childre?' 
Dutch. Thou Toad, thou Toad,. 
Where is thy Brother Clarence © £ 
And little Ned P /antaganet his Son? 805 
Queen. Where is the gentle Rivers, Fangban, Gr 8 
Dutch. Where is kind Haftings ! | 
K. Rich. A flouriſh, Trumpets; ſtrike Alarum, Dine: 3 
Let not the Heav'ns hear theſe Tell tale Women Is 
* | Rail en the Lord's Anointed. Strike, I fay. 
[Fhouriſh An 
Either be patient, and intreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous report of War” 
Thus wilFT drown your Exclamations. 
Dutch. Art thou my Son? 
. K. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my Father, and Yea rf, : 
4 Dutch. Then patiently hear my Impatience. 
K. Rich. Madam, I havea'touch of your Condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of Reproof.. - | 
Dutch, O let me ſpeak. 
K. Rich. Do then, but Ill not hear. 
Dutch. I will be mild and gentle in my Words. 
K. Rich. And brief, goed Mother, for Tam in haſte, 
Dutch. Artthen o haſty? I have ſtaid for thee, 
God knows, in Torment and in Agony. 
K. Rieb. And came I not at laſt to comſort you? 
Dutch. No, by the holy Rood, thou know'ſt it well, - 
Thou cam'f on Earth to make the Earth my Hell. 
A grievous'burthen was thy Birth to me, 
| Tetchy and wayward" was thy Infancy ; 
Thy School-days frightful, deſperate, wild and fitious, ” 
Thuy prime of Manhood, daring, bold and venturous: _ 
Thy Age confirm'd, proud, ſub je, ſly and bloody, - 
ore mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred: 
| What comfortab hour. canſt thou name, 
That ever grac'd me with thy Company? 
EK. Rich. Faith none but Humpbry Hower, 
That call'd your Grace” 
Io breakfaſt once, forth of my Company. 
mn, If I be fo diſgracious in your Eye, 
Let me march on and not offend you, Matti, 
Strike up the Drum. "SEO 
WE. Dutch. 1 prickee hear me _ „ 
ell K 
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K. Rich. You ſpeak tos bitterly. 
1 4 6 55 5 me a No | 
For I ſhall never { to thee again. 
K. Rich. So. re ns wi | . 
Dutch. Either thou wilt die by God's juſt Ordinance, 
3 Ere from this War thou turn a 1 . | 
14 Or I with Grief and extream Age ſhall periſh, 
And never more behold thy Face again. 
Therefore take with thee my moſt grievous Curſe, 
Which, in the Day of Battle, tire thee more, 
Than all the compleat Armour that thou wear'ſt. 
My Prayers on the adverſe Party fight, | 
And there the little Souls of Edward's Children 
Whiſper the Spirits of thine Enemies, 
And promiſe them Succeſs and Victory | | 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end: 
vt Shame ſerves thy Life, and doth thy Death attend. [ Fxit. 
uren. Tho' far more Cauſe yet much leſs Spirit to curſe 
Abides in me, I ſay Amen to her. 680” 
4 K. Rich. Stay, Madam, I muſt talk a Word with you. | 
4 Queen I have no more Sons of the Royal Blood 
iq For thee to ſlaughter; for my Daughters, Richard. 
f They ſhall be praying Nuns, not weeping Queens; 
And therefore level not to hit their Lives. 
K. Rich. You have a Daughter call'd Elizabeth, 
Virtuous and Fair, Royal and Gracious. . Xx 
Queen. And muſt ſhe die for this? O let her live, : | 
And I'll corrypt her Manners, ſtain her Beauty, 
Slander my Mf as falſe to Zdward's Bed: 
'Threw over her the Vail of Infamy, 7 . 
So ſhe may live unſcarr'd of bleeding Slaughter, ip 
J will confeſs ſhe was not Edward's Daughter. £1 f 
K. Rich. Wrong not her Birth, ſhe is a Royal Princeſs. 
Queen. To fave her Life I'll ſay ſhe is not ſo. | : 
XK. Rich. Her Life is ſafeſt only in her Birth. 
 ®ueen. And only in that ſafety dy'd her Brothers. 
K. Rich, Lo, at their Birth good Stars were oppoſite, - 
Queen. No, to their Lives ill Friends were contrary. 
K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of Deſtiny. 
be Aueen. True; when avoided Grace makes Deſtiny. 
5 My Babes were deftin'd to a fairer Death, 4 
Ik Grace had bleſt thee with a fairer Life. N 
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K Rich. You ſpeak as if that 1 had ſlain my Couſins ? 
veen. Couſins indeed, and by their Uncle 6ozen'd, 

Of Comfort, Kingdom, Kindred, Freedom, Life. 

W hoſe Hands ſoever lanced their tender Hearts, 

Thy Head, all Indire&ly, gave Direction. 

No doubt the murd'rous Knife was dull.and blunt, 

Till it was whetted on thy Stone-hard Heart, 

To revel i- the Intrails of my Lambs. 

But that ſtill uſe of Grief makes wild Grief tame, 

My Tongue ſhould to thy Ears not name my Boys, 

Till that my Nails were anchor d in thine Eyes: 

And I in ſuch a defp'rate Bay of Death, 

Like a poor Bark of Sails and Tackling reft, 

Ruſh all to pieces on thy Rocky Boſom. | 

K. Rich. Madam, fo thrive I in my Enterprize, 
And dangerous ſacceſs of bloody Wars, 

As I intend more good to you and yours, 
Than ever you or yours by me were harm'd. 

Queen. What good is cover'd with the Face of Heu“ a, 
To be diſcover'd, that can do me good? 

K. Ricb. Th Advancement of your Children, gentleLady. 

Queen. Up to ſome Scaffold, there to loſe their Heads. 

K. Rich. Unto the dignity and height of Fortune, 
The high Imperial Type of this Earth's Glory. 

Juen. Flatter my Sorrow with report of it; 

Tell me, what State, what Dignity, what Honour 
Canſt thou deviſe to any Child of mine ? 

K. Rich. Een all I have; ay, and my ſelf and all, 

Will I withal endow a Child of thine: 

So in the Lethe of thy angry Soul 

Thou drown the fad remembrance of thoſe Wrongs, 
Which thou ſuppoſeſt I have done to thee. 

Queen. Be brief, leſt that the proceſs of thy kindne 
Laſt tonger telling, than thy kindneſs date. | 

KX. Rich. Then know, = 
'That from my Soul I love thy Daughter. 

Queen. My Daughter's Mother thinks it with her cout. 

K. Rich. What de you think? 

Queen. That thou doſt love my Daughter from thy Scul. 
So from t. Soul's Love didſt thou love her Brothers, 
And from my Heart's love, I do tank thee for it. 

. Rich. Be not ſo haſty to confound my meaning; 
D 2 I mean, 
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IT mean that with my Soul I love thy Daughter, 
And do intend to make her Queen of Fgland. | 
teen. Well then, who doſt thou mean ſhall be her King? 
Rich. Even he that makes her Queen; 
Who elſe ſhould be? | 
Queen. What, thou 
K. Rich. Even ſo; how think you of it? 
Queen. How canſt thov woo her? 
X. Rich. That Fwould learn of you, 


As one being belt acquainted with her Humour. 


Queen. And wilt thou learn of me? 
K. Rich. Madam, with all my Heart. 


Queen. Send to her, by the Man that ſlew her Brothers, 


A pair of bleeding Hearts; thereon ingrave 
Edward.and Tork, then haply will ſhe weep : 
Therefore ꝓreſent to her, as ſometime Margaret 
Did to thy Father, ſteept in Ratland's Blood, 

A Handkerchief-; which, ſay to her, did drain 
The purple ſap from her ſweet Brothers Bodies, 
And bid her wipe her weeping Eyes withal, 

Tf this Inducement move her not to Love, 

Send her a Letter of thy Noble Deeds; 


Tell her, thou madeſt away her Uncle Clarence, 
Fler Uncle Rivers; ay, and for her fake, 


Madeft quick Conveyance with her good Aunt Arne. 
K. Rich. You mock me, Madam, this is not the way 
To win your Daughter. 
Queen. There is no other way, 27 
Unleſs thou could ſt put on ſome other Shape, 
And not be Richard, that hath done all this. 
K. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of her. 


Orlen. Nay then indeed ſhe cannot chuſe but hate thee, 


8 bought love with ſuch a bloody Spoil. 
K. Rich. Leok, what is done, cannot be now amended ; 
Men ſhall deal unadviſedly ſometimes, | 


| © Which after hours give leiſure to repent of. 


Tf I did take the Kingdom from your Sons, 
To make amends, I'II give it to your Daughter: 
If I have killd the Iſſue of your Womb, 


To quicken your increaſe I will beget 


Mine Iſſue of your blood, upon your Daughter 7 
A Grandam's name is little leſs in love, 


Than 
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Than is the doting Title of a Mother; N 
They are as Children but one ſtep below, 

Even of your Metal, of your very Blood. 

Of all one pain, ſave for a Night of Greans 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like Sorrow. 
Your Children were Vexation to your Youth, 
But mine ſhall be a Comfort to your Age. 

The loſs you have is but a Son being King, | 

And by that loſs your Daughter is made Queen. 

J cannot make you what amends I would, + 
Therefore accept ſuch kindneſs as I can. 

Dorſet, your Son, that with a fearful Soul 

Leads diſcontented Steps in Foreign Soil, 

This fair Alliance quickly ſhall call home 

To high Promotions and great Dignity. | 
The King that calls your beauteous Daughter Wife, 
Familiarly ſhall call thy Dor ſet Brother: 2 
Again ſhall you be Mother to a King; 

And all the ruins of diftreſsful Times, 

Repair'd with double Riches of Content. 

What? we have many geodly Days tô fee : 

The liquid drops of Tegrs that you have ſhed 

Shall come again, transform'd to Orient Pearl, 
Advantaging their Love with Intereſt, 
Oſtentimes double gain of Happinefs. 
Go then, my Mother, to thy Daughter, go, 
Make bold her baſhful Years with your Experience, 
Prepare her Ears to hear a Wooer's Tale. 

Put in her tender Heart th' aſpiring flame | 

Of golden Sovereignty ; acquaint the Princeſs 

With the ſweet filent hours of Marriage Joys; 

And when this Arm of mine hath chaſtiſed 

The petty Rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 

Bound with triumphant Garlands will I come, 

And lead thy Daughter te a Conqueror's Bed ; 

To whom I will retail my Conqueſt won, 

And ſhe ſhall be ſole Victreſs, Cz/ar's Cæſar. 

Queen. What were I beſt to ſay, her Father's Brother 
Would be her Lord! or ſhall I ſay, her Uncle? | 
Or he that flew her Brothers? and her Uncles? 
Under what Title ſhall I woo for thee, . OT. 
That God, the Law, my Honoi x, zul her Love, 
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Hlarp on it ſtill ſhall I, till Heart-ftrings break. 


Can make ſeem pleaſing to her tender Years ? 
K. Rich. Infer fair England's Peace by this Alliance. 
Queen. Which ſhe ſhall purchaſe with ſtill laſting War. 
K. Rich. Tell her, the King, that may command, intreats. 
Queen. That, at her Hands, which the King's King forbids. 
K. Rich. Say, ſhe ſhall be a high and mighty Queen. 
Queen. To vail the Title, as her Mother doth. | 
K. Rich. Say, I will love her everlaſtingly. 

Queen. But how long ſhall that Title ever laſt ? 

K. Rich. Sweetly in force, unto her, fair life's end. 

Queen. But how long, fairly, ſhall her ſweet Life laſt ? 

K. Rich. As long as Heav'n and Nature lengthens it. 

Queen. As long as Hell and Richard likes of it. 

K. Rich. Say, I, her Sovereign, am her Subje& low. 

Queen. But ſhe, your Subject, loaths ſuch Sovereignty. 

K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 

Queen. An honeſt Tale ſpeeds beft, being plainly told. 

K. Rich. Then, plainly, to her tell my loving Tale. 

Queen. Plain and not honeſt, is too harſh a Stile 

K. Rich. Your Reaſons are toe ſhallow, and too quick. 

Queen. O no, my Reaſons are too deep and dead 
Two deep and dead, poor Infants in their Graves, 


K. R. Harp not on that String, Madam, that is paſt, 
Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crown —— 
Oueen. Profan'd, diſhonour'd, and the third uſurp'd. 

K. Rich. I ſwear. - 
Queen. By nothing, for this is no Oath : 7 
Thy George profan'd, hath loſt his Iordly Honour, 
Thy Garter blemiſh'd, pawn'd his kingly Virtue, 
Thy Crown uſurp'd, diſgrac'd his Kingly Glory : 
If ſomething thou would'ſt ſwear to be believ'd, 
Swear then by ſomething that thou haſt not wrong'd. 
K. Rich. Then by my ſelf —— | 2 
Dueen. Thy ſelf is ſelf miſus'd. 
K. Rich. Now by the World ——— 
Queen. Tis full of thy foul Wrongs. 
K. Rich. My Father's Death 
Queen Thy Life hath it diſhonour'd. 
K. Rich. Why then, by Heavin —— 
Queen. Heav'n's Wrong is moſt of all: 
If thou didſt fear to break an Oath with him, 
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Thou hadit not broken, nor my Brothers dy'd. 


If thou hadſt fear'd to break an Oath by him, 
Th' imperial Metal, circling now thy Head, 

Had grac'd the tender Temples of my Child, 

And both the Princes had been breathing here, 


Which now two tender Bed-fellows for duit, 


Thy broken Faith hath -made the prey for Worms. 
What canſt thou ſwear by now ? 
X. Rich. The Time to come. 
veen. That thou haſt wronged in tlie time o'erpaſt: 


For I my ſelf have many Tears to waſh 


Hereafter Time. for time-paſt, wrong'd by thee. 
The Children live, whoſe Fathers thou haſt flaughter'd, 
Ungovern'd Youth, to wail it with their Age. 
The Parents live, whoſe Children thou haſt butcher d, 
Old barren Plants, to wail it with their Age. 
Swear not by Time to eome, for that thou haſt 
Miſus'd ere us'd, by Times ill-us'd o'erpaſt. 
K. Rich. As I intend to proſper, and repent ; 
So thrive I in my dangerous Affairs 
Of hoſtile Arms; My ſelf, my ſelf confound, 
Heaven and Fortune bar me happy Hours, 
Day yield me not thy Light, nor Night thy Reſt, 


Be oppoſite all Planets of good Luck 
'Fo my proceeding, if with dear Heart's Love, 
_ Immaculate Devotion, holy Thoughts, 


I tender not thy beauteous Princely Daughter. 
In her confiſts my Happineſs and thine 3 
Without her, follows to my ſelf and thee, - 
Her ſelf, the Land, and many a Chriſtian Soul, 
Death, Deſolation, Ruin, and Decay: | 
It cannot be avoided, but by this; 

Tt will not be avoided, but by this : Ke CSR 
Therefore, dear Mother, I muſt call you ſo, 


Be the Attorney of my Love to her; | 


Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; 
Not my Deſires, but what I will deſerve : 
Urge the neceſſity and ftate of Times; 
And be not peeviſh found in great Deſigns. 
Queen. Shall I be tempted of the Devil thus? 1 
K. Rich. Ay, if the Devil tempt you to do good? 
X D 4+ ; Queen. 
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ren. Shall I forget my ſelf to be my ſelf? 

. Rich, Ay, if your ſelf's remembrance wrong your ſelf. 
22 Yet thou didſt kill my Children. . 
| . Rich. But in your Daughter's Womb J bury them; 

Where in that Neſt of Spicery they will breed 
Selves of themſelves, to your recomforture. 

Dueen. Shall I go win my Daughter to thy Will > 

K. Rich. And be a happy Mother by the Deed. 

Queen. I go, write to me very ſhortly, | 
And you ſhall underſtand from me her mind. [Exit Queen. 

K. Rich. Bear her my true Love's kiſs, and ſo farewel-- 
Relenting Fool, and ſhallow-changing Woman. 

How now, what News? 
Enter Rateliff. 

Rat. Moſt mighty Sovereign, on the Weſtern Coaſt 
Rides a puiſſant Navy: To our Shores 1-4 
Throng many doubtful hellow- hearted Friends, 
Unarm'd, and unreſolv'd to beat them back. 

*Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admiral: 

And there they hull, expecting but the aid 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them aſnore. Norfolt. 
K. Rich. Some light-foot Friend poſt to the Duke of 

Ratclif, thy ſelf, or Catesby 3 where is he? 
Cateſ. Here, my good Lord. 
K. Rich. Catesby, fly to the Duke. ; 

_ Catef. I will, my Lord, with all convenient haſte. 
K. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither, poſt to Saliabury, 
When thou comeſt thither———— Dull unmindful Villain, 
Why ftay'ſt thou here, and go'ſt not to the Duke ? 
Cate/. Firſt, mighty Liege, tell me your Highneſs plea - 
What from your Grace I ſhall deliver to him. {{ure, 
K. Rich. O true, good Catesy bid him levy ſtraight 
The greateſt Strength and Power that he can make, 
And meet me ſuddenly at Salisbury. | "KY 
Cate/. I go. [Z xe. 
Rat. What, may it pleaſe you, ſhall I do at Sali bury? 


K. Rich. Why, what wouldſt thou do there before | gp ? 


Rat. Your Highneſs told me I ſhould poſt before. 
K. Rich. My Mind is chang d 


Enter Lord Stanley. 
Stanley, what News with you? | 


Stan. 


% 
a4 
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Stan. None, good my Liege, to pleaſe you with the hear- 
Nor none ſo bad, but well may be reported. [ing, 
K. Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle, neither good nor bad ; 
What need'ſt thou run fo many Miles about, 
When thou may'ſt tell thy Tale the neareſt way? 
Once more, what News? | 
Stan. Richmond is on the Seas. 
K. Rich. There let him fink, and be the Seas on him, 
White-liver'd Run-a-gate, what doth hethere ? 
Stan. I know not, mighty Sovereign, but by gueſs. 
K. Rich, Well, as you gueſs. | 
Stan. Sturr'd up by Dor/et, Buckingham, and Mortan, 
He makes for Exgland, here to claim the Crown. 
EK. Rich. Is the Chair empty? is the Sword unfway'd ? 
Is the King dead ? the Empire unpoſſefs'd? 
What Heir of Vert is there alive, but we ? 
And who is England's King but great or#'s Heir? 
Then tell me, what makes he upon the Seas ? 
Stan. Unleſs for that, my Liege, I cannot gueſs... 
K. Rich. Unleſs for that he comes to be your Liege, 
You cannot gueſs wherefore the Velſb. man comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 
Stan. No, my good Lord, therefore miſtruſt me not. 
K. Rich. Where is thy Power then to beat him back 7 
Where be thy Tenants, and thy Followers? 
Are they not now upon the Weſtern Shore, 
Safe conducting the Rebels from their Ships ? ? 
Stan. No, my good Lord, my Friends are in the North. 
K. Rich, Cold Friends to me: what do they inthe North, 
When they ſhould ſerve their Sovereigrt in the Welt ? 

Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty King; 
Pleaſeth your Majeſty to give me leave, 

Fllmuſter up my Friends, and meet your Grace, 
Vhers and what time your Majeſty ſhall pleaſe. 

Rich. Ay, thou would'ſt be gone, to join with Rich- 
4 not truſt thee, | [mond 2 - 
Stan. Mott mighty Sovereign, „ 

Vou have no cauſe to hold my Friendſhip doubtful, 
I never was, nor never will be falſe. . 

X. Rich. Go then, and muſter Men; but leave behind 
Your Son George Stanley : Look your Heart be firm, . 
Or elſe his Head's aſſurance is but frail, © 
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Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. 


Enter à Meſſenger. 
Hef. My gracious Sovereign, now in Devonſhire, 
As I by Friends am well advertiſed, | 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty Prelate, 
B.ihop of Exeter, his elder Brother 


With many more Confederates are in Arms. 


Enger another Meſſenger. 
Me/. In Kent, my Liege, the Gui/dfords are in Arms, 
And every hour Competitors 
Flock to the Rebels, and their Power grows ſtrong. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
Meß, My Lord, the Army of great Buckingham —— 
K. Rich. Out on ye, Owls, nothing but Songs of Death. 
| | = — him. 
There take thou that, *till thou bring better News. 
Me, The News I have to tell your Majeſty, 
Ts, that by ſudden Floods, and fall of Waters, 
Buckingham”s Army is diſpers'd and ſcatter'd, 
And he himſelf wandred away alone, 
No Man knows whither. 
K. Rich. I cry thee Mercy; 
There is my Purſe, to cure that Blow of thine. 
Hath any well-adviſed Friend proclaim'd 
 Reward' to him that brings the Traitor in? | 
Meſ. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
Me/. Sir Thomas Lovel, and Lord Marqueſs Dor ſes; 
*Tis ſaid, my Liege, in TJorgſbire are in Arms; 
But this good comfort bring I to your Highneſs, 
Fhe Britain Navy is diſpers'd by Tempeſt, 
Richmond in Dor ſeiſbire lent out a Boat 
Unto the Shore, to ask thoſe on the Banks, . 
If they were his Aſſiſtants, yea or no? 
Who anſwer'd him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his Party; he miſtruſting them, 
Hois'd Sail, and made his Courſe again for Britain. 
X Rich. March on, march on, ſince we are up in Arm 
If not to fight with Foreign Enemies, | 
Yet. to heat. down. theſe Rebels here at Home. 
| Enter Catesby. 
Eatef My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham. is. taken, 


NS». 


That is the beſt News; that the Earl of Richmond 


A Royal Battle might bewon' and loſt : 


'That in the Sty of the moſt deadly Boar, 


And towards London do they bend their Power, 
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Is with a mighty Power landed at M://ord, 
Is colder News, but yet it muſt be told. PN 
K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury; while we rea'on here, 


Some one take order that Buckingham be brought _ 
To Salisbury, the reſt march on with me. [Exennt. 


SCENE IV. | 
Enter Derby, and Sir Chriſtopher. 
| Derby. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmond this from me, 


My Son George Stanley is frankt up in hold: 
If I revolt, off goes young Georges Head, 
The fear of that holds off my preſent Aid, 
So get thee gone; commend me to thy Lord. | 
Withal ſay, that the Queen hath heartily conſented' 
He ſhould eſpouſe Elixabetb her Daughter. 
But tell me, where is Princely Richmond now ? 
Chriſ. At Pembroke, or at Hertford Weſt in Wakes. © 
Derby. What Men of Name reſort to him ? 
Chriſ. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Soldier, 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley, 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir F ames Blunt 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew. 
And many other of great Name and Worth : 


1f by the way they be not fought withal. 

Derby. Well, hie thee to thy Lord: I kiſs his Hand, 
My Letter will reſolve him of my Mind. 

Farewell. IEExeunt. 


\ 


—— * 


ACT v. SCENE K 


Enter the Sheriff, and Buckingham «avith Halberds - 
led to Execution. FE 


Buck. V7 ILL act King Richardlet melpeak with him? 
'V Sher, No, good my Lord, therefore be pa- 


tient. Kees 
7 Back. 
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Buck. Haftings, and Edruard's Children, Gray and 
Holy King Henry, and thy fair Son EA [ Rivers, 
Vaughan, and all that have miſcarried 
By under hand corrupted foul Injuſtice ! 
it that your moody diſcontented Souls, | 
Do through the C behold this preſent hour, 

Even for revenge mock my Deſtruction. 
This is All. Souls Day, Fellow, is it not? 

Sher. It is. 8 | 9 

Buck. Why then All Seal Day is my Body*s Doomſday. 
This is the Day, which in King Eduards tine 
J wiſht might fall on me, when I was found "bo 
Falſe to his Children, and his Wife's Allies. 

'This, is the Day wherein I wiſht to fall | 

By the falſe Faith of him whom moft I truſted. 

This, this Al Souls Day to my fearful Soul, 

Is the determin'd reſpite of my Wrongs: 

That high All feer, which I dallied with, 

Hath turn'd my feigned Prayer on my Head, 

And given in earneſt, what I begg'd in jeſt. 

Thus doth he force the Swords of wicked Men 

To turn their own points in their Maſters Boſoms. 

Thus Margaret's Curſe falls heavy on my Neck: 

When he, quoth ſhe, will ſplit thy Heart with Sorrow, 

Remember Margaret was a Propheteſs: 

Come lead me, Officers, to the Block of Shame, 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 
[Exeunt Buckingham with Officers. 


| SCENE H. | | 
Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others, 
evith Drum and Colours. | 


Richm. Fellows in Arms, and my moſt loving Friends, 
Bruis'd underneath the Yoke of Lyranny, 
Thus far into the Bowels of the Land, 
Have we marcht on without [mpediment ; 
And here receive we from our Father Stanley, 
Lines of fair Comiort and Encouragement : 
The wretched, bloody, and uſurping Boar, 
That ſpoil'd our Summer. Fields and fruitful Vines, 
Swills your warm Blood like Waſh, and makes 3 
A Y B 
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n your embowelP'd Bofoms; This fou} Swine 
155 now cen in the Center of this Ile, 
Near to the Town of Leiceſter, as we learn: 
Frofn Tamwerth thither, is but one Day's merch, 
In God's Name cheerly on, courapious r 
To reap the Harveſt of perpetual Peace, = 
By this one bloody trial of ſharp War. e 

Ox. Every Man's Conſcienee is a thouſand Mes; 

To fight againſt this guilty Homieide, we 
Herb. I doubt not but bis Friends wil turn to ue, 
Blunt. He hath no Friends, but what are Friends for fear 

Which in his deareſt need will fly from him. 

Richm. All for our vantage, then in God's Name warek; 
True hope is ſwift, and flies with Swallow's Wings, 
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner Crextures — 

¶Exeant: 

Enter King Richard in 4 with Norfolk, Ratcliff, and 

| ow Earl of — pert fel, 

X. Rich, Here pitch our Tem, even in 
My Lord of Surrey, why look yen ſo fad 7 _ 

Sur. My Heart is ten times lighter than my Looks, 

K. Rich, My Lord of Norfolk. 

Nor. Here, moſt graeious 

K. Rich. Novfolk, we muſt — knocks: 

Ha, muſt we not? 

Nor. We muſt both give and take, my loving Lord. 

K. Rich, Up with my Tent, bere will] tie to Night, 
Rut where to Morrow?— well all's one for that, 

Who hath deſery'd the number of the Traitors? | 
Nor. Six or ſeven thouſand is their utmoſt Power. 

E. Rich, Why our Battalia trebles that account: 

Beſides, the King's Name is a Tower of Strength, 

Which they upon the adverſe Faction want. 

Up with the Tent: Come, Noble Gentlemen, 

Let us ſurvey the vantage of the Ground. 

Call for ſome Men of ſound Direction: 

Let's lack no. Diſcipline, make no delay, | 

| For Lords, to Morrow is a buſy Day. L. 
Enter Richmond, Sir William Branden, Oxford, and 

Dorfee. - * 

Richm, The weary Sun bach wade a Golden ſer, 

And by the bright Tract of his egy Cp os. eres x 
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Gives token of a goodly Day to Morrow. _ 
Sir William Brandon, you ſhall bear my Standard: 
Give me ſome Ink and Paper in my Tent ; 
Il draw the Form and Model of our Battle, 
Limit each Leader to his ſeyera] Charge, 
And part in juſt proportion our {mall Power. 
My Lord of Oxford, you Sir Milliam Brandon, 
And you Sir William Herbert ſtay with me; 
The Earl of Pembroke keeps his Regiment ; 
Good Captain Blunt, bear my good Night to him, 
And by the ſecond hour in the Morning, 
Deſire the Earl ro ſee me in my Tent. 
Vet one thing more. good Captain, do for me: 
Where is Lord Stanley quarter'd, do you know ? 
Blunt. Unleſs I have miſta'en his Colours much, 
(Which well I am aſſur'd I have not done) 
His Regiment lies, half a Mile at leaſt, 
South from the mighty. Power of the King. 
Richm. If without Peril it be poſſible, | 
Sweet Blunt, make ſome good means to ſpeak with him, 
And pive him from- me this-moſt needful Note, 
Blunt. Upon my ſelf, my Lord, I'll undertake it. 
And ſo God give you quiet reſt to Night. 
Richm. Good Night, good Captain Blunt. 


Come, Gentlemen, 


Let-us conſult upon to Morrow's Buſineſs; 
Into my Tent, the Dew is raw and cold. | 
[ They withdraw into the Tent: 
Enter King Richard, Rateliff, Norfolk and Catesby. 
X. Rich. What.is't a Clock? | 
Cate by. It's Supper time, my Lord, it's nine a. Clock. 
K. Rich. I will not ſup to Night, 
Give me ſome Ink and Paper: 
What, is my Beaver eaſier than it was? 
And all my Armour laid into my Tent? 
Catesby. It is, my Liege; and all things are in readineſs. 
K. Rich, Good Norfolk, hye thee to thy Charge, | 
Uſe ca eful Watch, chooſe truſty Centinels. 
Nor. I go, my Lord. 
K. Rich. Stir with the Lark to-Morrow, gentle Norfolk. 
Nor. I warrant you, my Lord, © [Exit, 
X. Rich, Ratcliſf. ok 
. Rat. 
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Rat. My Lord, 3 5 ; 

K. Rich. Send out 8 Purſuivant at Arms | 
To Stanley's Regiment; bid him bring his Power 
Before Sun-rifing,. leſt his Son George fall 

Into the blind Cave of eternal Night. | 

Fill me « Bowl of Wine; give me a Watch: 
Saddle white Surrey for the Field to- Morrow: 7 

Look that my Staves be ſound, and not too heary. 
EKRatclif. —— | * 

Rat. My Lord? | 4 land? 

K. Rich. Saw'ſt thou the melancholy Lord Northumber- 

Kat, Thomas Earl of Surrey, and himſelf, 

Much about Cock-ſhut time, from Troop: to Troop - 
Went through the Army, cheering. up: the Soldiers. 

K. Rich. So— lam fatisfy'd; give mea Bowl of Wine. 
| I have not that alacrity of Spirit, | | 
Nor cheer of Mind that I was wont to have. 

Set ir down. Is Ink and Paper ready? 

Rat. It is, my Lord. 

EK. Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me, | 
Ratchff, about the mid of Night come to my Tent, 
And help to Arm me, Leave me, I ſay. [Exit Ratcliff, 

Enter Derby to Richmond in his Tent; 

Derby. Fortune and Victory fit on thy Helm. 

Rich, All comfort that the dark Night can afford, 
Be to thy Perſon, noble Father-in-Law, 

Tell me, how fares our noble Mother? 

Derby. 1, by Attorney, bleſs thee from thy Mother, 
Who prays continually tor Richmond's good: 

So much for that. The filent Hours ſteal on, 
And flaky Darkneſs. breaks within the Eaſt. 
In brief, for ſo the Seaſon bids us be, 
Prepare thy Battle early in the Morning, 

And put thy Fortuns to th' Arbitrement 

Ot bloody Strokes, and mortal ftaring War :. 
. as I may, (that which I would, I cannot). 
With beſt advautage will deceive the time, 
And aid thee in this doubt ful ſnock ot Arms. 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 
Left being ſeen thy Brother, tender George 
Be. executed in his Father's Sight. a 
Tewel; the leiſure, and the fearſul time. 
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Cuts off the ceremonious Vows of Love, 
And ample interchanpe of ſweet Difcourſe, 
Which fo long ſundred Friends ſhould dwell upon: 
God give us leiſure for theſe rites of Love. 

Once more Adieu, be valiant, and ſpeed well. | 

- Richm, Good Lords, conduct him to his Regiment: 
PIIl firive, with troubled Noiſe, to take a Nap, 

Leſt leaden ſlumber poze me down to Morrow, 
When I ſhould mount with Wings of Victory; 
Once more, good Night, kind Lords and Gentlemen. 
OO, [Exennt. Manet Richmond, 

O thou, whoſe Captain T account my ſelf, 
Look on my Forces with a 33 Her 
Put in their Hands thy bruifing Irons of wrath, 
That they may cruſh down, with a heavy fal}, 
Tb uſurping Helmets of our Adverfarics, | 
Make us thy Minifters of Chaſtifement, 
That we may praiſe thee in thy Victory: 


To thee I do commend my watchful Soul, 


Ere I let fall the Windows of mine Eyes: | 
Sleeping, and waking, oh defend me (til,  [Sleeps; 
nter the Ghoſt of Prince Edward, Sonto Henry the Sixth, 
Ghoſt. Let me ſit heavy on thy Soul to morrow: 
Ee [To R. Rich. 
Think how thou ſtabb uſt me in the prime of Lou 
At Tewksbury ; deſpair therefore, and die. 
Be cheerful, Richmond, for the wronged Souls [To Richm. 
Of buteber d Princes fi>ht in thy behalf: 
King Henry's iſſue, Richmond, comforts thee. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Henry the Sixth, 
Ghoſt, When 1 was mortal, my anoiuted Body 
By thee was punched fall of holes; | 
Think on the Tower, aud me; deſpair, and die. | 
Henry the Sixth bids thee deſpair, and die. — 
Virtuous and holy, be thou Conqueror. [To Richm, 
Harry, that propheſied thou ſnould'ſt be King. 
Doth comtort thee in fleep; ive thou and flouriſh, 
Enter the Gheſt of Clarence. 
Gheſt, Let me fit heavy on thy Soul to morrew; 


Is [To K. Rich. 
I that was waſl'd to death in ſulſom Wine, FO 
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Poor Clarence, by thy gnile bettay d to death: 
To morrow in the Battle think on me, | | 
And fall thy edgleſs Sword ; deſpair and die. 
Thou Offspring of the Houſe of Lancafter, [Tv Richm. 
The wronged Heirs of York do pray for thee, 
Good Angels guard thy Battle, live and flouriſh. 
Enter the Ghoſis of Rivers, Gray and Vaughan. 
Riv. Let me fit heavy on thy Soul tomorrow. _ 
| | | [To K, Rick. 
Rivers, that dy'd-at Pomfret : Deſpair, and die. 
1d, Gray. Think upon Gray, and let thy Soul deſpair. 
; x Iv K. Rich. 
Vaugb. Think upon Vaughan, and with 2 fear | 


| Rich. 
Let fall thy Launce! deſpair and die. . 
all. Ahe I lick 
And think our wrengs in Richard's Bo m 1 
Will conquer. Awake, and win the Day. 
5 Enter the Ghoſt of Lord Haſtings. : 
. Ghoſt. Bloody and guilty; guilty, awake; ¶ Ib K. Rich. 
2 And in a bloody Battle end thy Days, | | | 
| Think on Lord Haſtings; deſpair and die. 8 
Quiet untroubled Soul, awake, awake. [ToRichm, 
h. Acm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's ſake. - 
| Enter the Ghoſts of the two young Princes. 
Ghoſts, Dream on thy Couſins ſmother'd in the Towey : 
m. 5 LI K. Nich. 
Let us be laid within thy Boſom, Richard, | e 
And weigh thee down to ruin, ſhame, and death, 
Thy Nepbews Souls bid thee deſpair and n 5 
| Sleep Richmond, ſleep in P end wake in joy, _ 
b. P Pe: [Tv Rick, 
| Good Angels guard thee from the Boar's annoy, . 
Y Live, and beget a happy race of Kings. 
— Edward's unhappy Sons do bid thee flourifſn. 
m. | Euter the Ghoſt of Anne his Wife. | 
Ghoſt. Richard, thy Wife, that vvretched Aune, thy Wife, 
That never ſlept a quiet Hour with thec, [ID K. Rick. 
Now fills thy Sleep with perturbations: $a 
| To morrow in the Battle think on me, 
ch. And fall thy edgeleſ Sword; deſpair and die. 
The u quiet Soul, ſleep thou a quiet Skep: {To Richm. 
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Dream of Succeſs, and happy Victory. 
Thy Adverſaries Wife doth pray for thee, 
Euter the Ghoſt of Buckingham. 
Ghoft. The firft was I, that help'd thee ro the Crown: 
[To K. Rich. 
The laſt was I, that felt thy Tyranny. 
O, in the Battle think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy Guiltineſs. 
Drcam on, dream on, of bloody Deeds and Death, 
Fainting deſpair; deſpairing yield thy breath, | 
Tor hope, ere I could lend thee aid; [To Rich, 
But cheer thy Heart, and be thou not diſmay'd: 
God and good Angels fight on Richmond's fid?, 
And Richard fall in beipht of all his Pride. [ The Ghoſts vaniſh, 
[K, Richard ſtarts out of his Dream. 
X. Rich, Give me another Horſe, bind up my Wounds : 
Have mercy, Fefſuw— Soft, I did but dream. 
O coward Conſcience! how doſt thou «M:&t me? 
The Lights burn blue — Is it not dead Mid-night ?— 
Cold feartul Drops ſtand on my trembling Fleſh; 
What? Co I fear my ſelf? There's none elſe W 
Richard loves Richard, that is, I am I: 
Is there a Murtherer here? No; Yes, I am: 
Then fly — what from my ſelf? Great reaſon; by r 
Left I revenge. What? my ſelf upon my felt? 
Alack, I love my ſelf, Wherefore > For any good 
That I my ſelf have done unto my ſelf? 
O ne, Alas, I rather hate my fſt:lf, 
For hateful Deeds committed by my ſelf. 
I am a Villain; yet I lie, J am not. 
Fool, of thy ſeif ſpeak well Fool, do not flatter; 
My Conſcience bath a thouſand ſeveral Tongues, 
And every Tongue brings in a ſeveral Tale, 
And every Tale condemns me for a Villain; 
Perjury, in the high'ſt degree, 
Murcher, ſtern Murther, i in the dir'ſt degree, 


All ſeveral Sins, all us'd in each degree, 
Thbrong all to th Bar, crying all, Guilty, guilty. 


I ſhali deſpair, there is no Creature loves me. 
And if I die, no Soul ſhall pity me. | 
Nay, wherefore ſhould they? ſince that I wy ſelf 


Vind i in my * pity to my felf, 
Merhoughts 
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Methovght, the Souls of all that IJ had murrher'd 


Came to my Tent, and cyery one did threat 


To morrow's Vengeance on the head of Richard. 
Enter Ratcliff. : 
Rat. My Lord. 
K. Rich. Who's there? 
Rat. Ratcliff, my Lord, tis I; the early Village Cock 
Hath twice done Salutation to the Morn; 
Your Friends are up, and buckle on their Armour. 
K. Rich. O Ratcliff, I fear, I fear - 
Rat. Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid of ſhadows, 
K. Rich, By the Apoſtle Paul, Shadows to night 
Have firuck more terrour to the Soul of Richard, 
Than can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand Soldiers 
Armed in proof, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 
*Tis not yet near Day. Come, go with me, 
Under our Tents; Ill play the Eaves- dropper, 
To hear if any mean to ſhrink from me, 
[ Exeunt K. Richard and Ratch®, 
Enter the Lords to Richmond ſitting in his Tent. 
Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. | 
Richm. Cry you mercy, Lords, and watchful Gentle- 
men, a £ 
That you have ta'en a tardy Slugpard here. 
Lords. How have you ſlept, my Lord? | 
Richm. The ſweeteſt Sleep, and f-ireſt boading Dreams, 
That ever entred in a drowly Head, | | 
Have 1 ſince your departure had my Lords, _ | 
Methought your Souls, whoſe Bodies Richard murther d. 


Came to my Tent, and cried out Victory. 


I promiſe you my Heart is very jocund, 
Ia the remembrance of ſo fair a Dream, 
How far iato the Morning is it, Lords? 
Lords. Upon the ſtroke of four, a 
Richm. Why then tis time to Arm, and give direction. 
More than I have ſaid, loving Countrymen, 


The leiſure and enforcement of the time 


Forbids to dwell upon; yet remember this, 
God, and our good Cauſe, fight vpen our fide, 
The Prayers of holy Saints, and wronged Souls, 
Like high rear'd Bulwarks, ftand before our Faces. 
Richard except, thoſe whom we fight againſt, 
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Had rather have us win, than bim they follow, 

For, what is he they follow ? Truly Gentlemen, 
A bloody Tyrant, and a Homicide: | 
One rais'd in Blood, and one in Blood eftabliſh'd; 
One that made means to come by what he hath, : 
And flaughter'd thoſe that were the means to help him; 
A baſe foul Stone, made precious by the foil | 
Of England's Chair, where he is falſely ſet. 
One that hath ever been God's Enemy; 
Then if you fight againſt God's Enemy, 
God will in juftice ward you as bis Soldiers, 
If you do ſwear to put a Tyrant down, ' 
You fleep in Peace, the Tyrant being flain: 
If you do fight againft your Countries Foes, 
Your Countries Fat ſhall pay your pains the hire, 
If you do fight in fafeguard of your Wives, 
Your Wives ſhall welcome home the Conquerors, 
If you do free your Children from the Sword, 
Your Childrens Children quit it in your Age. 

Then in the Name of God and all theſe rights, | 
Advance your Standards, draw: your willing Swords. 
For me; the ranſom of my bold attempt, - 
Shall be this cold Corps on the Earth's cold face. 

| But if I thrive, the gain of my. attempt, 

® The leaſt of you ſhall hare his. part thereof. 

; Sound Drums and Trumpets boldly, and chearfully, 

God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Victory! 
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4 x Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, and Catesby. I 
© Z. Rich, What faid Northumberland, as touching Rich. a 
mond: 5 0 


Rat. That he was never trained up in Arms. 

. Rich. He ſaid the truth; and what ſaid Surrey then? 

Rat. He {mild and faid, the better for our purpoſe. 

E. Rich. He was in the right, and ſo indeed it is. 
Tel the Clock there. | [bock ſirikes, 
Give me 2 Kalendar — who ſaw the Sun to Day? 

Rat. Not I, my Lord. | 

K. Rich. Then he difdains to ſhine ; for, by the Book, 


by | | He ſhould have brav d the Eaſt an Hour apo 0 
1 A black Day it will be to ſome body, Ratcliff. 0 
3 Rat, My Lord. | 0 


5 T. ub. The zun will rot be ſeen to c,; 2. 
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The Sky doth frown and lowre upon our Army —— 

] would theſe dewy Tears were from the Groun i! 

Not ſhine to day? why what is that to me 

More than to Richmond? for the ſelf-fame Heav'n 

That frowns on me, looks ſadly upon him. | 

OO Enter Norfolk. ; 

Norf. Arm, arm, my Lord, the Foe vaunts ia the Field, 

EK. Rich. Come, buſtle, byſtle— Capariſon my Horſe, 

Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his Power, 

I will lead forth my Soldiers to the Plain, 

And thus my Battle ſhall be ordered, 

My Foreward ſhall be drawn in length, 

Conſiſtiag equally of Horſe and Foot: 

Our Archers ſhall be placed in the midſt ; 

John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey, 

Shall have the leading of the Foot and Horſe, 

They thus directed, we will follow 

In the main Battle, whoſe puiſſance on either fide - 

Shall be well winged with our chiefeſt Horſe: 

This, and St. George to boot, What think'ſt thou, Norfolk 2 

Nor. A good Direction, warlike Sovereign. | 

This found I on my Tent this Morning. Giving 4 Screwl. 


Jocky of Norfolk, be not ſo bold, LReada. 
For Dickon thy Maſter is bought and fold. - a 


K. Rich. A thing deviſed by the Enemy. 
Go Gentlemen, every Man to his Charge, 
Let not cur babling Dreams affright our Soule, 
or Conſcience is a Word that Cowards uſe, 
Devis'd at firſt to keep the ſtrong in awe, 
Dur ſtrong Arms be our Conſcience, Swords our Law. 
arch on, join bravely, let us to't pell mell, 
If not to Heav'n, then hand in hand to Hell. 
What ſhall I ſay more than I have inferr'd? 
Remember whom you are to cope. withal, . 
A fort of Vagabonds, Raſcals, Run-aways. 
ſcum of Britons, and baſe Lackey- Peaſants, 
Whom their o'er- cloyed Country vomits forth 
o deſperate Adventures, and aſſur d Deſtruction. 
Tou ſlecping ſafe, they bring you to unreſt; * 
Trou having Lands, and with beauteous Wives, 
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They would reſtrain the one, diſtain the other. 
And who doth lead them, but a paltry Fellow? 
Long kept in Britain at our Mother's Coſt, 
A milk-ſop, one that never in his Life 
Felt ſo much Cold, as over Shooes in Snow. 
Ler's whip theſe Stragglers o'er the Seas again, 
Laſh hence theſe over-weening Rags of France, 
Theſe famiſh'd Beggars, weary of their Lives, 
Who, but for dreaming on this fond Exploit, 
For want of means, poor Rats, had hang'd themſelves. 
If we be conquer'd, let Men conquer us, 
And not thoſe Baſtard-Britons whom our Fathers 
Have in their own Land beaten, bobb'd and thump'd, 
And on Record, left them the Heirs of Shame. h 
Shall theſe enjoy our Lands? lie with our Wives ? 
Rayiſh our Daughters? [Drum afar off. 
Hark, I hear their Drum, | 
Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly, Yeomen, . 
Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows to the Head. 
Spur your proud Horſes hard, and ride in Blood, 
Amaze the Welkin with your broken Staves. 
| Enter a Meſſenger. © g 8 
What ſays Lord Stanley, will he bring his Power ? Sir 
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Meſ. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 

K. Rich, Off with his Son George's Head, pre 

Nor. My Lord the Enemy is paſt the Marſh; Th 
After the Battle let George Stanley die. An 


K. Rich. A thouſand Hearts are great within my Boſom. 
Advance our Standards, ſet upon our Foes, w/e | 
Our ancient word of Courage, fair St. George, 

Inſpire us with the Spleen of fiery Dragons: 4 

Upon them, Victory fits on our Helms. Exeunt. 
| Alarum, Excurſions. Enter Catesby. 

Cateſ. Reſcue, my Lord of Norfolk, Reſcue, Reſcue: 

The King enacts more Wonders than a Man, 

Daring an Oppoſite to every Danger : | 

His Horſe is ſlain, and all on foot he fights, 

Seeking fer Richmond in the throat of Death: 

Reſcue, fair Lord, or elſe the Day is loſt, 1 
| Alarum, Enter King Richard, 0 
K. Rich, A Horſe, a Herſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe, 


Cate{. Withdraw, my Lord, I'll help you to a Horſe. 
e 1 | * ; * K. Rich. 


> 


k. Rich. Slave, I have ſet my Life upon a caſt, 
And I will ſtand the hazard of the Die: ; 
think there be fix Richmond in the Field, 

Five have I ſlain to Day, inſtead of him. 

A Horſe, a Horſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe. + 


Alarums. Enter King Richard and Richmond, they fight, 
Ck Richard is flam. 1 ; 


Retreat, and Flouriſh. Enter Richmond, Derby bearing 


the Crown, with divers other Lords. 


Richm.God and our Arms be prais'd, Victorious Friends; 
The Day is ours, the bloody D.g is dead. : 
Derby. Couragious Richmond, well haſt thou acquit thee z 
Lo, here theſe lony uſurped Royalties, | 
From the dead Templ-s of this bloody Wretch, 
Have I pluckt off, to grace thy Brows withal, 
. Wear it, and make uſe of it . | 
Rich Great God of Heaven, ſay Amen to all. 
But tell me, is young George Stanley living ? 
Derby. He is, my Lord, and fafe in Leiceſter Town; 
hither, if you pleaſe, we may withdraw us. 
Kichm, What Men of Note are ſlain on either Side? 
Derby, Fohn Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferris, 
Sir Robert Rrakenbury, and Sir William Brandon. 
Richm. Inter their Bodies as becomes their Births, 
Proclaim a Pardon to the Soldiers fled, . hs 
That in Submiſſion will return to us; 1 
nd then, as we have ta'en the Sacrament, 
e will unite the White Roſe, and the Red. 
Smile Heay'n upon this fair Conjun@tion, _ 
That long hath frown'd upon their Enmity; 
I hat Traitor hears me, and ſays not Amen? 
England hath long been mad, and ſear'd her ſelf; 
The Brother þlindly ſhed the Brother's Blood; 
The Father rafhly fl iughter'd his own Son; 
The Sons, compell'd, been Butchers to the Sire: 
Il this divided York and Lancafier, 
Divided. in their dire Diviſion, 
) now let Richmond arid Elizabeth, 
be true Succeeders of each Royal Houſe, 
| y God's fair Ordinance, conjoin together : 
ſe, Ind let their Heirs, God, if thy Will be ſo, 
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Forich the time to come, with ſmooth- fad Pena, 
With ſmiling Plenty, and fair proſperous Days, © 
Abate the eige of Traitors, Gracious Lord. 
That would reduce theſe bloody Days again, 

And make poor England weep in ſtreams of Blood. 
Let them not live to taſte this Land's increaſe, 

That would with Treaſon wound this fair Land's Peace: 
Now Civil Wounds are ſtopp'd, Peace lives again; 

That ſhe _ long live here, God fay, * [Exernty 
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